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PROLOGUE. 


repsorgay E elit? ring Train! whom Lace and Velvet blefs, 

ce GS Sufpend the foft Sollicitudes of Drefs; 

83% From grov’'ling Bufinefs and fuperfluous Cares 
| Ye Sons of Avarice! a Moment fpare : 

Vor'ries of Fame and Warfhippers of Pow’r ! 

Di/mifs the pleafing Phantoms for an Hour. 

Our daring Bard with Spirit unconfin’d, 

Spreads wide the mighty Moral for Mankind. 

. Learn here how Heawn fupports the virtuous Mind, 

Daring, tho calm; and vigorous, thi refign’d. 

Learn-here what Anguifh racks the guilty Breaft, 

In Pow’r dependent, in Succefs depreft. 

Learn here that Peace from Innocence muff flow ; 

All elfe is empty Sound, and idle Show. 





If Truths like thefe with pleafing Language join ; 
Ennobled, yet unchang’d, if Nature fine: | 
Lf no wild Draught depart from Reafon’s Rules, 
Nor Gods his Heroes, nor his Lovers Fools : 
Intriguing Wits ! his artlefs Plot forgive ; 

And fpare him, Beauties! tho his Lovers live. 


Be this. at leaft his Praife ; be this his Pride ; 
To force Applaufe no modern Arts are tryd, 


Shogd 


Ro Oo DL OsGetr ee 
Show d partial Cat-calls all his flopes confounds; == 
He bids no Trumpet quell the fatal Sound == ‘ 
Showd welcome Sleep relieve the weary Wit, | 
Fle rolls no Thunders oer the drowfy Pit. 
No Snares ta captivate the Judgment fpreads ; ° 
Nor bribes your E. "yes to prejudice your Heads. 
Unmor'd the Witlings fueer and Rivals rail ; “ 
Studious to pleafe, yet not afbamd to Jail. BS 4.5 
He fcorns the-meek Addrefs, the fuppliant Strain, , Soy 
With Merit necdlefi, and without it vain. 
fn Reafon, Nature, Truth he. dares to trufis — 
Ve Pops be filent ! and ye Wits be juft 
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EPILOGUE, 


ARRYaTurk! ahaughty, Tyrant King, 
Who thinks us Women born to drefs and fing 

A ee To pleafe his Fantyy----=ee no other Man---- 
cS eA Sy) Let him perfuade me to it----- if hecan: 

Bofi des, he has fifty Wives; and who can bear 

To have the fiftieth Part her paultry Share 2 





; Tis true, the Fellow’s bandfome, ftrait and tall 3 
But how the Devil fhouldhe pleafe us all! 
My Swain is little----true----but be it known, 
My Pride’s to have that little all my own. — 
Men will be ever to their Errors blind, _ 
Where Woman's not allew’d to.fpeak her Mind; 
— SL fwear this Eaftern Pageantry is Nonfenfe, 
And for one Man---one Wife's. enough in Confcience. 


' In vain proud Man ufurps what s Woman's Due; 
For us alone, they Honour’s Paths purfue: 
Lnfpir'd by us, they Glory’s Heights afcend s 
Woman the Source, the Objec?, and the End. 
Tho Wealth, and Pow'r, and Glory they receive, 
Thefe all are Trifies, to what we can give. 
For us the State/man labours, Hero fights, 

Bears toilfome Days, and wakes long tedious Nights 3 
And when bleft Peace has filen’d War's Alarms, 
Receives bis full Reward in Beauty's Arms, 


The 
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The PERSONS, 


MaHoMET, 


M EN. 
Emperor of the Turks, Mr. Barry: 


Caz Bassa,  Firft Vifier, Mr. Berry. 


_ MustTapua, 


ABDALLA, 


Hasan, 


| CARAZA, 


DEMETRIUS; 
LzeonTivs, 


. Mourza, 


ASP ASIA, 
IRENE, 


A Turkifh Aga, . Mr. Sawden.< 
’ An Offtcer, ; Mr, Havard. 


aes : Mr. U, a: . 
} Turkifo Captains, Mr. a LAs 


Mr. Garrick. - 


: Greek Noblemen, My Fe: 


An Eunuch, 
Mrs. Cibber. 


i Greek Ladies, 


Attendants on TR ENE, 


Mrs, Pritchard. 





ACT T408@EIN FE 71. 
Demetrius and Leontivus in Turkith Habits, 
LEONTIUS, 
mies END is it thus ah ape ay meets his Friend, 





DEMETRIUS. 

Till breathlefs F ury refted from Deftrudtion 

Thefe Groans were fatal, thefe Difguifes vain : 

But now our Turkifo Conquerors have quench’d 

Their Rage, and pall’d their Appetite of Murder ; 

No more the glutted Sabre thirfts for Blood, 

And weary Cruelty remits her Tortures. 
LEONTIUS, 

Yet Greece enjoys no Gleam. of tranfient Hope, 

No foothing Interval of peaceful’ Sorrow ; 

The Luft of Gold fucceeds the Rage of Conqueft, 

The Luft of Gold, unfeeling and remorfelefs ! 

The laft Corruption of degenerate: Man ! 


“Urg’d by th’ imperious Soldier’s fierce Command, 
The groaning Greeks break up their golden Cavern? 
Pregnant with Stores, that Jzdia’s Mines might envy, 
Th’ accumulated Wealth of toiling Ages, | 

Bs ‘Dents 


r ye ae 
2 IRENE, A TRAGEDY: 
DEMETRIUS. 

That Wealth, too facred for their Country’s Ufe ! . 
That Wealth, too pleafing to be loft for Freedom! . 4 
‘That Wealth, which granted'to their weeping Prince, 

Had rang’d embattled Nations at our Gates: 

But thus referv’d to lure the Wolves of Turkey, — 

Adds Shame to Grief, and Infamy to Ruin. 

Laménting Av’rice now too late difcovers 

Her own neglecied, in the publick Safety. ‘nee aenae, 
LEONTIUs. E 

Reproach not Mifery.-----The Sons of Greece. 

Ill-fated Race ! So oft befieg’d in vain, 

With falfe Security beheld Invafion. 

Why fhould they fear ?----That Power that Hod feds 

The Clouds, a Signal of impending Show’rs, 

‘To warn the wand’ring Linnet.to the Shade, 








Beheld without Concern, expiring Greece, 
And not one Prodigy foretold our Fate. 
DEMETRIUS. 

A ‘oabed horrid Prodigies foretold it. 
A feeble Government, eluded Laws, . ax | 
A fagtious Populace, luxurious Nobles, eyty nA 
And all the Maladies. of finking States. . 
When publick Villainy,,too. ftrong for Joabieeue 
Shows his bold front, the, Harbinger. of Ruin, » oY: - 
Can brave Leontius call, for airy Wonders, 
Which Cheats interpret, and which Fools. regard ? 
When fome neglected Fabrick nods beneath 
‘The Weight of Years, and totters to the Tempeft, 
Muft Heaven difpatch the Meffengers of “Light, | 
Or wake the Dead to warn us of its Fall? 

LEONTIUS. 
Well might the Weaknefs of our Empire fink 
Beforefuch Foes of more gn human Force 5 Some, 


IRENE, A Tracepy, 4 
Some Pow’r invifible, from-Heav’n or Hell, 
Conduéts their Armies and afferts their Caufe. 
DEMETRIUS. 
And yet, ‘my Friend, what Miracles were wrought 
Beyond the Power of Conftancy and Courage ; 
Did unrefifted Lightning aid their Cannon, 
Did roaring’ Whirlwinds fweep us from the Ramparts : 
*T wasVice that fhook our Nerves, ’twas Vice, LEonrivs, 
‘That froze our Veins, and wither’d all our Powers. 
. Leonrius. 
What e’er our Crimes, our Woes demand Compafiion. © 
Each Night protected by the friendly’ Darknefs, ~ 
Quitting my clofe Retreat, I ‘range the City, 
And weeping, kifs the venerable Ruins : 
With filent Pangs I view the tow’ring Domes, 
Sacred to Prayer, and wander: thro’ the Streets ; 
Where Commerce lavifh’d unexhaufted Plenty, | 
And Jollity maintain’d eternal Revels.---- 
DEMETRIUS, 
~ - How chang'd alas !- - - - Now ghaftly Deflation 
In Triumph fits upon our fhatter’d Spires, 
Now Superftition, Ignorance and Error, 
Ufurp our ‘Temples, and profane our Altars. 
 LEONTIVS. 
From ev'ry Palace burft a mingled) Clamour, 
The dreadful Diffonance of barb’rous Triumph, 
Shrieks of Affright, and Wailings of Diftrefs: . 
Oft when the Cries of violated Beauty 
Arofe to Heav’n, and pierc’d my bleeding Breatft; 
I felt thy Pains, and trembled for Aspastia. 
a ae _, DEMETRIUS. - - 
Aspasia! fpare that lov’d, that mournful Name : 
Dear haplefs Maid----tempeftuous Grief .o’erbears 
My reafoning Pow’rs----Dear, baplefs, loft Aspasra ! 
B 2 LEonTiUvs. 


4: IRENE, A “Tracepy, 
~ ERONTIUs, © 
ees th Thought | s 
DemetTRivs. 
All Thought on her i8 Madnefs+ 
Yet let me think----I fee-the helplefs Maid, 
Behold the Monfters gaze with favage Rapture, 
Behold how Luft and Rapine ftruggle round her, 
| ' LEonrTIvs. 
Awake, DemeETRIvs; from this difmal Dream, - 
Sink not beneath imaginary Sorrows : 
Call to your Aid your Courage, and your Wifdom’s 
Think on the fudden Change of human Scenes ; 
Think on the various Accidents of War; 
Think on the mighty Pow’r of awful Virtues ° 
Think on that Providence that guards the Good. 
DEMETRIUS. 
O Providence! extend thy Care to me," 
For Courage droops unequal to the Combat, 
And weak Philofophy denies her Succours. 
Sure fome kind Sabre in the Heat of Battle, 
Ere yet the Foe found Leifure to be cruel, © 
Difmifs’d her to the ‘Sky: 
LEONTIUS.. 
. Some virgin Martyr, 
Perhaps, enamour’d of refembling Virtue, 
With gentle Hand reftrain’d the Streams of Life, 
“And fnatch’d her timely from her Country’s Fate. 
DEMETRIUS. | 
From thofe bright Regions of eternal Day, 
Where now thou fhin’ft among thy Fellow-Saints, 
Atray’d in purer Light, look down on me: 
In pleafing Vifions, and affuafive Dreams ; 


O ! footh my Soul, and teach me how to lofe thee. 
LEONTIvS, - 





IRENE, A Tracepy 5 
LeonrTivs. 
Enough of unavailing Tears, DEMETRIUs, 
I came obedient to thy friendly Summons, 
And hop’d to fhare thy Counfels, not thy Sorrows 
While thus we mourn the Fortune of As ig 
To what are we referv’d? 
DEMETRIUS. 
To what I know not: 
But hope, yet hope, to Happinefs and Honour ; 
If Happinefs can be without AsPasta. 
LEONTIUs. 
But whence this new fprung Hope ? 
DEMETRIUS. 
From CALI Berens 
The Chief, whofe Wifdom guides the Turkz/b Vous 
He, tir’d of Slav’ry, tho’ the higheft Slave, 
Projects at once our Freedom and his own 5 © 
And bids us thus difguis’d await-him here. 
LEoNTIUs. , 
Can he reftore the State he could not fave? 
In vain, when Turkey's troops affail’d our Walls, 
His kind Intelligence betray’d their Meafures ; 
Their Arms prevail’d, though Caur was our Friends 
DEMETRIUS. 
When the tenth Sun had fet upon our Sorrows, 
At Midnight's private Hour a Voice unknown 
Sounds in my fleeping Ear, ** Awake DemMeETRIUs, 
*¢ Awake, and follow me to better Fortunes ;” 
Surpriz’dI ftart, and blefs the happy Dream ; 
Then rouzing know the firy Chief AnpaLLan, 
Whofe quick Impatience feiz’d my doubtful Hand, 
And led me to the Shore where Carr ftood, 
Penfive and liftning to the beating Surge. 
There in foft Hints and in ambigttous Phrafe, 
B 3 With. 


%  IFRENE, A Tracepy.. 
With all the Diffidence of long Experience, 
"That oft’ had practis’d Fraud, and oft’ detected, ~ 
The Vet’ran Courtier half reveal’d his Project. 

By bis Command, equipp’d for fpecdy Flight, 
Deep inva winding Creek a Galley lies, « 
Mann’d with the braveft of our fellow Captives, 
Selected by my Care, a hardy Band, 

' ‘That long to hail.thee,Chief.. 

\ no DRONGENS: jdeopdeoe ceeett 





_..., But what avails 3 
So fmall a Force? or why fhould Caur fly? 


Or how can Caui’s Flight reftore our Country? —__. 
Dewte'TRIUS. i ee 

Referve thefe Queftions for a fafer Hour, 

Or hear himfelf, for fee the Baflacomes. | eS ae 

S:.Ci BoNodi ibh 
DeMETRIUS, Lzontius, Catt Bassa. 
Ge GENS nae | 

Now fummon all thy Soul, iuftrious Chriftian ! : 

Awake each Faculty that fleeps within thee, | 

The Courtier’s Policy, the-Sage’s Firmnefs, _ ay 

The Warrior’s Ardour, and the Patriot’s Zeal ; Ley 

If chafing paft Events with vain Purfuit, - 

Or wand’ring in the Wilds of future Being, 

A fingle Thought now rove, recall it home. - 

But can thy Friend fuftain the glorious Caufe, 

The Caufe of Liberty, the Caufe of Nations ? 

? _ DEMETRIUS. 

Obferve him clofely with a Statefman’s Eye, 

‘Thou that haft long perus’d the Draughts of Nature, 

And knew’ft the Characters of Vice and Virtue, 


Left 


ARENE; A Tracepy. 7 


Left by the Hand'of Heav’n of’ human i 
| “CALL 
His Mien tbnt his Demeanour great; - 
Nor {prightly Folly wantons im his “Air, > 
Nor dull Serenity becalms his Eyes.. > 
Such had I trufted once as foon as feen, 
But cautious Age fufpects the flatt’ring Form, 
And only credits what Experience tells... 
Has Silence prefs’d her Seal upon his Lips ? 
Does adamantine Faith inveft his Heart ? 
Willhe not bend beneath a Tyrant’s Frown ? 
Will he not melt before Ambition’s Fire ? 
~ Will he not foften in a Friend’s Embrace ?: 
~Or flow diffolving i ina Woman’s Tears ? 
DEMETRIUS. 
Sooner thefe trembling Leaves fhall find 2 Voice, 
- And tell the Secrets of their confcious Walks ; 
Sooner the Breeze fhall catch the flying Sounds, 
And fhock the Tyrant with a Tale of ‘Treafon. 
Your flaughter’d Multitudes that {well the Shore, 
With Monuments of Death proclaim his Courage ; 
Virtue and Liberty engrofs his Soul, 
And leave no Place for Perfidy or Fear. 
LEonrTiUvs. 
I fcorn a Truft unwillingly repos’d ; 
DeEmeETRivs will not lead me to Difhonour ; 
Confult in private, call me when your Scheme 
Is ripe for pease and demands the Sword. [ Going. 
DEMETRIUS. ie | 
Leontius ftay. 
Catt. 

Forgive an old Man’s Weaknefs, ~ 
And fhare the deepeft Secrets of my Soul, | 
B 4 ; My 


$ IRENE, A Tracepy. | 
My Wrongs, my Fears, my Motives, my Defignti<« 
When unfuccefsful Wars, ‘and civil F actions, » 
Embroil’d the Turkz/b State--+-our Sultan’s Father 
Great Amurath, at my Requeft, forfook 
The Cloifter’s Eafe, refum’d the tott’ring Throne, 
And fnatch’d the Reins of abdicated Pow’r 
From giddy Manomert’s unfkilful Hand. - 
This fir’'d the youthful King’s ambitious Breaft, 
He murmurs Vengeance at the Name of CALt, 
_ And dooms my rath Fidelity to Ruin. 
, DEMETRIUS. 
Unhappy Lot of all that thine in Courts ; 
For fore’d Contpliance, or for zealous Virtue, 
Still odious to the Monarch, orthe People. =... i 
Cai. 
_ Such are the Woes when arbitrary Pow’r, 
And Jawlefs Paffion, hold the Sword of Juftice. 
if there be any Land, as Fame reports, 
Where common Laws reftrain the Prince and Subje&, 
A happy Land, where circulating Pow’r 
Flows through each Member of th’ embodied State, _ 
Sure, not unconfcious of the mighty Bleffing, 
Her grateful Sons fhine bright with evry Virtue 5 
Untainted with the Luft of Innovation, 
Sure all unite to hold her League of Rule 
Unbroken asthe facred Chain of Nature, 
‘That links the jarring Elements in Peace. 
‘ LEONTIUS. 
But fay, great Bafla, why the Sultan’s Anger, 
Burning in vain, delays the Stroke of Death # 
§ Cart. 
Young, and unfettled in his Father’s Kingdoms, 
Fierce as he was, he dreaded to deftroy 


0 ‘The 


a 





IRENE, A Tracepy, g 
The Empire’s Darling, and the Soldier’s Boaft ; 
But now confirm’d, and {welling with his Conquefts, 
Secure he tramples my declining Fame, 
Frowns unreftrain’d, and dooms me with his Eyes, 
| DEMETRIUS. 
What can reverfe thy Doom ? 
CALI. 
The Tyrant’s Death. 
Demetrius. 
But Greece is ftill forgot. 
CALI. 
On Afa’s Coatt, 
Which lately blefs’d my gentle Government, 
Soon as the Sultan’s unexpected Fate, 
Fills all th’ aftonifh’d Empire with Confufion, 
My Policy thall raife an eafy Throne; 
The Turkifh Pow’rs from Europe thall retreat, 
And harrafs Greece no more with wafteful War. 
A Galley mann’d with Greeks, thy charge, LronTius, 
Attends to walt us to: Repofe and Safety, 
.. DEMETRIUS. 
That Vellel, if obferv’d, alarms the Court, 
And gives a thoufand fatal Queftions Birth ; 
Why ftor’d for Flight ?.and why prepar’d by Car? 
Call. 
~ This Hour I'll beg, with unfufpe@ing F ad 
Leave to perform my Pilgrimage to AZecca ; 
Which granted, hides my Purpofe from the World, 
And, though refus’d, conceals it from the Sultan. 
| LEONTIUS. 
How can a fingle Hand attempt a Life 


Which Armies guard, and Citadels inclofe? 
Cail. 


rh es “IRENE, yee \ TRacEDY. et | 





: neaCanmoisghis.dgoe <0 
Forgetful of CFradaanid; with captive, Beauties, 
Far from his Troops,, he toys his:Hours/2way. 
A roving Soldier feiz’d in Sophia’s Temple 
A Virgin fhining with diftinguifh’d Charms, 
And brought. his beauteous Plunder to the Sultan. 
DEMETRIUS. 
In Sophia’s Temple !--What Alarm ! ---Proceed. 
Cai. 
The Sultan gaz’d, he wonder’d and he lov’d; ° | 
In Paffion loft, he bad the conqu’ring Fair 
Renounce her Faith, and be the Queen of Turkey ; 
‘The pious Maid, with modeft tahignatigntd 
‘Threw back the glitt’ring Bribe. 
DEMETRIUS. 
-. Celeftial Goodnef& ? 
It muft, it muft be She; her Name ? 
. Claes 
ASPASIA. 





» DEmMeETRIus. 
What Hopes, what Terrors rufh upon my Soul ! 
O lead me quickly to the Scene of Fate ; 
Break through the Politician’s tedious Forms, 
AsPASIA calls me, let me fly to fave her. 
LEONTIUs. 
Did Manomer reproach or praife her Virtue? 
Cati. 
His Offers oft repeated, {till refus’d, 
At length rekindled his accuftom’d Fury, 


And chang’d th’ endearing Smile and am’rous Whifper 


To threats of Torture, Death and Violation. 
DEMETRIUS. 
‘Thefe tedious Narratives of frozen Age 


j Diftract 


IRENE. A TRAGEDY. i 8: 
Diftra&t my Soul, difpatch thy lingring Tale ; 
Say, did a Voice from Heav’nreftrain the Tyrant 2. 
Did interpofing Angels guard: her from him ¢ 

| Can . 
Juft in the Moment of impending Fate, 
Another Plund’rer brought the bright IRENE 5 
Of equal Beauty, but of. fofter Mien, 
Fear in her Eye, Submiffion on her Tongue, 
Her mournful Charms attracted his Regards, 
Difarm’d his Rage, and in repeated Vifits 
Gain’d all his Heart ; at length his eager. Love 
“To her transferr’d the Offer of a Crown. 
. LeonTivs. 
Nor found again the bright Temptation fail. 
. CALI. 
Trembling to grant, nor daring to refute, 
While Heav’n and MaHomer divide her Fears, 
With coy Carefles and with pleafing Wiles 
She feeds his Hopes, and fooths him to Delay. 
For her, Repofe is banifh’d from the Night 
- And Bufinefs from the faced In her Apartments 
He lives wenn 


| LEONTIUS: 
And there muft fall. 
CALI. 
But yet th’ Attempt 
Is hazardous. . 
LEONTIUS. 
Forbear to fpeak of Hazards, ) 


What has the Wretch that has furviv’d his Country, 
His ae his Liberty, to hazard ? 
CaLl. 
Life, 


DEmE- 


az IRENE, A Tracepy, 
| Demetrius. 7 4) 
Th’ isettlensiile ended of Breathing! ! 
Important Hazard ! What’s that airy Bubble 
When weigh’d with Greece, with Virtue, with Aspasia? 2 
A floating Atom, .Duft that falls unheeded. ~ } 
Into the adverfe Scale, nor fhakes the Balance. — 
Caw. | 
At leaft this Day be calm-—-—If 1 we bei cas 
Aspasia’s thine, and all thy Life is Rapture--— 
See! Musrapua, the ‘Tyrant’s Minion, comes 5 
Inveft Leontius with his new Command ; 5 
And wait ABDALLa’s unfufpedted. Vifits 
Remember Freedom, Glory, Greece, and Love, i 
"  [Exeunt Demetrius’ and Leontius: 





1SSO nl ant ie ee 
Cary, MustarHa. 


MustrarHa, 

By what Enchantment does this lovely Greet 
- Hold in her Chains the captivated Sultan ? 
- He tires his Fav’rites with IRENE’s Praife, 

And feeks the Shades to mufe upon IRENE ; ~ 

IRENE fteals unheeded from his ‘Tongue, 

And mingles unperceiv’d with ev’ry se 

Catt, | 

W hy fhould the Sultan fhun the Joys of Beauty, 

Or arm his Breaft againft the Force of Love? 

Love, that with fweet Viciffitude relieves 

The Warrior’s Labours, arid the Monarch’s Cares. ~ 
_ But will the yet receive the Faith of Adeca ? 

| MusTAa- 


IRENE, ’A* TRAGEDY, . 4g 
ie “Mustarna. a 
— 'Thofe pow ‘ful Tyrants of the Female Breaft ra 
Fear and Ambition, urge her to ‘Compliance ; ; 
Drefs’d in each Charm of gay Magnificence, 
Alluring Grarideur courts her to his Arms,, 
- Religion calls her from the wifh’d Embrace,. __ 
Paints future Joys, and points to diftant Glories, 
Cau, 
Soon will th’unequal Conteft be decided, 
Profpscts obfcur’d by Diftance faintly ftrike. 
Each Pleafure brightens at its near Approach, 
And every Danger fhocks with double Horror. 
: MusTaPHa. 
How fhallI feorn the beautiful Apoftate ! 
How will the bright Aspasra fhine above her! 
| Caul. 
Should fhe, for Profelytes are always zealous, 
‘With pious Warmth receive our Prophet’s Law--+s 
MustTaPHa. 
Heav’n will contemn the mercenary Fervour, 
Which Love of Greatnefs, not of Truth, inflames. 
CauLt. 
Ceafe, ceafe thy Cenfures, for the Sultan comes 
Alone, with am’rous Hafte to feek his Love. 


S € Be Nw TY: 
Mauomert, Catr Bassa, MusTapPua, 


_ Cari. 
Hail, Terror of the Monarchs of the World, 


Unthaken be thy Throne as Earth’s firm Bafe, 
oh Live 


+ homey % dem a ee 
ie IRENE; A’ TracrSy | 
Live till the Sun forgets to. dart his Beams, 
And weary Planets loiter in their Courfes, iS ae 
_. Manomer.. 
But, Catz, let Irene thare thy Prayers;~ 
For what is Length of Days without IRENE ? 
I come from empty Noife, and taftele& Pomp, 
From Crotuds that hidé a Monarch from himfelfy 
To prove the Sweets of Privacy and Friendthip, 
And dwell upon the Beauties of IRENE.’ | 
Carn 
O may her Beauties aft unchane’d by Time; 
As thofe that blefs the Manfions of the Good... - 
MAHOMET. — 
Each Realm where Beauty turns the graceful snes? oY 
~ Swells the fair Breaft or animates the Glance,’ 
Adorns my Palace with its brighteft Virgins ; 
Yet unacquainted with thefe foft Emotions! \ | 
I walk’d fuperior, through the Blaze of Charms,’ Wy 
Prais’d without Rapture, left without Regret. 
Why roveI now, when abfent from my Fair;® °° 77 
From Solitude to Crouds, from Crouds to Solitude,” ~~ * 
Still reftlefs, till I clafp the lovely Maid, 
And eafe my loaded Soul upon her Bofom ? 
Musrarua. 
Forgive, great see that intrufive Duty 
-Enguires the final Doom of Aenodaris rr OO? em 
‘The Grecian Countfellor. 
MAHoMET, 
A tes Go fee him die ; 
Fiis martial Rhet’rick taught the Greeks Refiftance; 
Had they sae d, ine’ er had known IRENE. 


[Exit ie 
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-MaHoMET, Cau. 


give’ MAHOMET. 
Remote from. Tumult, in th’ adjoining Palace, 
Thy Care thall guard this Treafure of my Soul ; 
There let Aspastay fince my Fair entreats it, 
With Converfe chafe the melancholy Moments. 
Sure, chill'd with fixty winter Camps, thy Blood. 
At Sight of female Charms will glow no more. 
OF Ce oF pay 
Thefe Years, unconguer’d. Manomet, demand 
Defires more pures. and other Cares than Love. 
Long have I with'd, before our Prophet’s Tomb, 
‘To pour may Prayers for thy. fuccefsful Reign, 
‘To quit the Tumults of the noify.Camp, 
And fink into the filent Grave in Peace. 
MAHOMET... A Fs 
What! Think of Peace while haughty Scander beg 
Elate with Congqueft, in his native Mountains, 
Prowls o’er the wealthy Spoils of bleeding Turkey ? 
While fair Hungaria’s unexhaufted Vallies 
Pour forth their Legions, and the roaring Danube 
Rolls half his Floods: unheard through fhouting Camps? 
Nor couldit thou more fupport a Life of Sloth 
Than Amurath----- 


CALI. 
Stull full of Amurath! [Aide 
MAHOMET. : 


Than Amurath, accuftom’d to Command, 
Could bear his Son upon the Turki/h Throne. 
CALS: 


€ 
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CAL. 
This Pilgrimage our Lawgiver ordaii’ de-eme si oe 
Manaus: 0°: eee 
For thofe who coiild not pleafé by nobler Seeiice od 
Our warlike Prophet loves an active Faith, 
The holy Flame of enterprizing Virtue, 
Mocks the dull Vows of Solitude and Penance, 
And fcorns the lazy Hermit’s cheap Devotion ; 
Shine thou diftinguifh’d by fuperior Merit, 
With wonted Zeal purfue the Tafk of War, _ 
Till every Nation reverence the Koran, 
And ev’ry Suppliant lift his Eyes to AZecca. 
; Gavie ss: 
‘This Regal Confidence, this pious Ardour, 
Let Prudence moderate, though not fupprefs. 
Is not each Realm that {miles with kinder Suns, 
Or boafts a happier Soil, already thine ? 
Extended Empire, like expanded Gold, 
Exchanges folid Strength for feeble Splendor. 
MAHOMET. 
Preach thy dull Politics to vulgar Kings, 
‘Thou know’ft not yet thy Mafter’s future Greatnefs, 
His vaft Defigns, his Plans of boundlefs Pow’r. 
When ev’ry Stormin my Domain fhall roar, © 
When ev’ry Wave fhall beat a Turhifh Shore, 
Then, Caxt, thall the’Toils of Battle ceafe, 
Then dream of Prayer, and Pilgrimage, and Peace. . 
i J [ Exeunt, 
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SCENE I. 
Aspasta, IRENE. 


IRENE. 

SPASIA, yet purfue the facred Theme ; 

Exhauft the Stores of pious Eloquence, 
Ane teach me to repell the Sultan’s Paffion. 
Still at Aspasi1A’s Voice a fudden Rapture 
Exalts my Soul, and fortifies my Heart. 
The glitt’ring Vanities of empty Greatnefs, 
The Hopes and Fears, the Joys and Pains of Life, i 
Diffolve in Air, and vanith into Nothing. 

ASPASIA. 
Let nobler Hopes and jufter Fears fucceed, 
And bar the Pafles of IRENE’s Mind 
Againft returning Guilt. | 
Em IRENE. 
When thou art abfent 
Death rifes to my View, with all his Terrors ; 
Then Vifions horrid as a Murd’rer’s Dreams 
Chill my Refolves, and blaft my blooming Virtue : 
Stern Torture fhakes his bloody Scourge’ before me, 
And Anguifh gnafhes on the fatal Wheel. 
AsPASIA. 

Since Fear predominates in every Thought, 


C | And 
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And fways thy Breaft with abfolute Dominion, 
Think on th’ infulting Scorn, the con{cious angie: in pies 
"The future Miferies that wait th’ Apoftate 5 5 ‘Me 
toes fhall Timidity affift thy’ Reafon, 
\ And Wifdom into Virtue turn thy Frailty: 
IRENE. sein 
Will n not “that Pow r that form’d the Heart of Woman, 
And wove the feeble Texture of her Nerves, 
Forgive thofe Fears that {hake the tender Frame? 
ASPASIA. _@ 
The Weaknefs we lament, our felvés create, 
Inftructed from our infant Years:to court | 
With counterfeited Fears the Aid. of, Man ;" SET Nis wel 





We learn to fhudder at the ruftling Breeze, 9... ; 5 ote 


Start at the Light, and tremble in cig Digi rable WY. 
Till Affe&tation, rip’ning to: Belief, .. feos BE 
And Folly, frighted at her own Chimeras, 

Habitual Cowardice ufurps the Soul. 

IRENE, | 
Not all like thee can brave the Shocks’ of. F; atte 
Thy Soul by Nature great, enlarg’d by powaptoated 
Soars unencumber’ d’ with our idle‘Cares, 
And all Aspasta but her Beauty’s Man. 

ASPASIA. 520 siohew ¢ 
Each generous Sentiment is thine, Demernavs; 
Whofe Soul, perhaps, yet mindfulof Aspasia, 
Now hovers o’er this melancholy Shade,’ «92 0) 7” 
Well pleas’d to find thy Precepts not forgottens 
O! could the Grave reftore the pious:Hero, 
So6n would his. Art or Valour fet us free, 

_ And bear us far from Servitude and Crimes. 

IRENE. 
He yet may live.. 

ASPASIAy 
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vas: _ASPASIA, 
; 9 Alas! delufive Dream ! 
Too well {know him, his immod’rate Courage, 
Th’ impetuous Sallies of exceflive Virtue, . 
Too ftrong for Love, have hurried him on Death, 


* 


SCENE I. 
Aspasta, Irenz, Carr, ABDALLA. 


Catt to ABDALLA, as they advance. 
Behold our future Sultanefs, ABDALLA ;--- 
Let artful Flatt’ry now, to lull Sufpicion, 
Glide through IrENé to the Sultan’s Ear. 
W ouldft thou fubdue th’ obdurate Cannibal 
To tender Friendfhip, praife him to his Miftrefs. 
To IRENE. | 
Well may thofe Eyes that view thefe heaw’nly Charms, 
Reject the Daughters of contending Kings; _ 
_ For what are pompous Titles, proud Alliance, 

Empire or Wealth, to Excellence like thine? 

ABDALLA. | 
Receive th’ impatient Sultan to thy Arms ; 
And may a long Pofterity of Monarchs, 
The Pride and Terror of fucceeding Days, 
Rife from the happy Bed; and future Queens 
Diffufe IR EN 2’s Beauty through the World, 

IRENE. 
Can Manomevr’s imperial Hand defcend 
To clafp a Slave? or, can a Soul like mine, 
Unus’d to Power, and form’d for humbler Scenes, 
Support the {fplendid Miferies of Greatnefs ? 
C2 CALI, 
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mtCara. 
No regal Pageant deck’d with cafual Honours, 
Scorn’d by his Subjects, trampled by his Foes ; 
No feeble Tyrant of a petty State 
Courts thee to fhake on a dependent Throne ; 
Born to command, as thou to charm Mankind, 
The Sultan from himfelf derives his Greatnefs. 
Obferve, bright Maid, as his‘refiftlefs Voice ° 
Drives on the ‘Tempeft of deftructive War, 
How Nation after Nation falls before him. 

ANDALLA. 

At his dread Name the diftant Mountains thake 


Their cloudy Summits, and the Sons of F iercenefs, 


That range unciviliz’d from Rock to Rock, 
Diftruf th’ eternal Fortreffes of Nature, 
And with their gloomy Caverns more obfcure: 

| AsPaspaioivila ioa\ 7 
Forbear this lavifh Pomp of dreadful Praife; - 
The horrid Images of War and Slaughter 
Renew our Sorrows, and awake our Fears. 

__ABDALLA,, 
Cal, methinks yon waving Trees anon. 
A doubtful Glimpfe of our approaching Friends ; 
Juft as I mark’d them, they forfook the Shore, _ 
And turn’d their hafty Steps towards the Garden. 
Catt. 

Conduct thefe Queens, ABDALLA, to the Palace : 
Such heav’nly Beauty form’d for Adoration, 
The Pride of Monarchs, the Reward of Conqueft ; 
Such Beauty muft not fhine to vulgar Eyes. 


PSOE 
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| Cari» folus. 
How Heav’n'in Scorn of human Arrogance, 
Commits to trivial Chance the Fate of Nations! | 
While with inceflant Thought laborious Man 
Extends his mighty Schemes of Wealth and Pow’r, 
And tow’rs and triumphs in ideal Greatnefs ; 
Some accidental Guft of Oppofition 
Blafts all the Beauties of his new Creation, 
O’erturns the Fabrick of prefumptuous Reafony 
And whelms the fwelling Architect beneath it. 
Had not the Breeze untwin’d the meeting Boughs, 
And through the parted Shade difclos’d the Greeks, 
Th’ important Hour had pafs’d unheeded by, 
Inall the fweet Oblivion of Delight, 
In all the Fopperies of meeting Lovers 5 | 
In Sighs and Tears, in. Tranfports and Embraces, 
In foft Complaints, and idle Proteftations. 





$8 CEN-E Iv, 
Cari, Demetrius, Leontius. _ 


Catt. 
Could Omens fright the Refolute and Wife, 
Well might we fear impending Difappointments. 
Leonrivs. | 
Your artful Suit, your Monarch’s fierce Denial, 
The cruel Doom of haplefs AZenodorus----- 
DEMETRIUS, 
And your new Charge, that dear, that heav’nly Mzid.---- 
C 3 LECNTIUS. 
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LEontius. aoe 
All this we know already from ABDALLA. 0 
‘DEMETRIUS OO 
Such flight Defeats but animate the Brave 
To ftronger Efforts, and maturer Countfels. 
Catt. 
My Doom confirm’d eftablifhes my Putte, 
Calmly he heard, till Amurath’s Refumption ~~ 
Rofe to his Thought, and fet his Soul on Fire = 
When from his Lips the fatal Name burft out, — 
A fudden Paufe th’ imperfect Senfe fufpended, 
Like the dread Stillnefs of condenfing Storms: 
DEMETRIUs. 3 
The loudeft Cries of Nature urge us forward ; 
Defpotick Rage purfues the Life of Cati; 
His groaning Country claims Leonr1vs’ Aid 5 


7 el 2, oo fi 
I9HioOme 





And yet another Voice, forgive me Greece, | 
The pow’rful Voice of Love inflames DEMETRIUS, 
Each ling’ring Hour alarms. me for AsPASra. 
Ca tt. | 
What Paffions reign among thy Crew, LEontius ? 
Does chearlefs Diffidence opprefs._ their Hearts ? 
Or fprightly Hope exalt their kindling Spirits ? 
Do they with Pain reprefs the ftruggling Shout, : 
And liften eager to the rifing Wind ? oF 
LEonTIvs.’ 
All there is Hope, and Gaiety, and Courage, 
No cloudy Doubts, or languifhing Delays; 
Ere I could range them on the crowded Deck, 
At once a hundred Voices thunder’d round me, 
And every Voice was Liberty and Greece. 
DEMETRIUS, 
Swift, let us rufh upon the carelefs Tyra 
Nor give him Leifure for another Crime. 
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Lronriws. 
Then let us now refolve,. nor idly wafte 
Another Hour in dull Deliberation. | 

Be SN 

But fee, where deftin'd to ‘protract our Counfels, |. 
Comes Mus apHa.—Your Turki/h Robes conceal you-- 
Retire with Specd, while I prepgre to micet him : 
With artificial! Smiles, and feeming Friendfhip. 





SCENE V. 


Catr and Mosrarna. 


Cc ALI. 
I fee the Glooni that low’rs upon thy Brow, 
Thefe Days of Love and Pleafure charm not thee; _ 
Too flow thefe gentle Conftellations rall, 
, Thou long’ft for Stars that frown on human Kind, 
And {catter Difcord from their baleful Beams. 
Must apna. 

How bleft art thou, ftill jocund and ferene, 

- Beneath the Load of ceed and of Yea. | 
; Gare! 
Sure by fome wond’rous Sympathy of Souls, 
My Heart ftill beats refponfive to the Sultan’s 3 
I fhare, by fécret Inftinét, all his Joys, 
And feel no Sorrow while my Sov’reign fmiles. 
Must apHa,. 
The Sultan comes, impatient for his’ Love ; 
Conduct her hither, Jet no rude Intrufion 
Moleft thefe private Walks, or Care invade 
Thefe Hours affign’d to Pleafure and IRENE. 
C 4 CENE 
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pronine priors 
ManoMe_etT. . 


Now, Musrapua, purfue thy Tale-of Horror.:;.%.. 


Has Treafon’s dire InfeCtion reach’d, my Palace?..... , 
Can Carr dare the Stroke of heav’nly Juftice, . ) 
In the dark Precincts of the gaping Grave, 

And load with Perjuries his parting Soul? 


Was it for this, that fick’ning “in Epirus, PEE TINS SCE ek 


My Father call’d' me to his Couch of Death, 


“‘Join’d Caxr’s Hand to mine, and falt’ring cry’d, 


Reftrain the Fervour of impetuous. Youth 

With venerable Catr’s faithful Counfels ? 

Are thefe the Counfels? This the Faith of Cazz?) 
Were all our Favours lavifh’d. on a. Villain ? 

Confeft ? 





| Mustarua.. eal | dl *s 
Confett by dying Measiriad al hi Cirebatebeatt 
Tn his laft Agonies the gafping Coward, 
Amidftthe Tortures of the burning Steel,... ...9 <>. 
Still fond of Life, groan’d out the dreadful Secrety. box 
Held forth this fatal Scroll, then: funk to nothing. ~ 
MAHOMET, examining the Paper: ait 
His Correfpondence with our Foes ‘of Greece f.. 
His Hand! His Seal! The Secrets of my. Soul. 
Conceal’d from all but him! All! all confpire.. 
To banifh Doubt, and brand him for a Villain. 
Our Schemes for ever crofs’d,, our Mines difcover’d, 
Betray’d fome Traytor lurking near my Bofom. 
Oft have I rag’d, when. their wide-wafting Cannon 
Lay pointed at. our Batt’ries yet unform’d, 


grit bigso ah at 


“And 
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And broke the meditated Lines of War. 

Detefted Carr toos\ with: artful Wonder, 

Would fhake his wily Head, and clofely whifper, 

Beware of MustTapra,’ beware of Treafon. 
MustTaAPHa, 

The Faith’ of MusrapnHa difdains Sufpicion ; 

But yet, great Emperor, beware “of T’reafon ; 

‘Th’ infidious Baffa fir'd by Difappointment--— 

MAHoMET. 

Shall feel the Vengeance of an injur’d King. 4 

Go, feize him, Joad him with reproachful Chains ; 

Before th’ affembled Troops proclaim his Crirnes ; 

Then leave him ftretch’d upon the ling’ring Rack, 

Amidft the Camp to how] his Life away. © 
‘Musrapua. | 

Should we before’the Troops proclaim his Crimes, 

I dread his Arts of: feeming - ‘Innocence, ’ 

His bland Addrefs, and Sorcery of Tongue ; 

And fhould he fall unheard, by fudden Jutftice, 

Th’ adoring Soldiers would ‘revenge their Idol. 
MaAHoMET. 

Caut, this Day with hypocritick Zeal,” 

Implor’d my Leave to vifit Adecca’s Temple ; 

Struck with the Wonder of a Statefinan’s Goodnefs, 

I rais’d his Thoughts to more fublime Devotion. 

Now let him go,* purfu’d by filent Wrath, ~ 

Meet unexpected Daggers in his Way, ~ 

And in fome diftant Land obfcurely die. 
oMusTaPrHa, 

There will his boundlefs Wealth, the Spoil of Afa, 

Heap’d by your Father’s ‘ill-plac’d Bounties on’ him, 


‘Difperfe Rebellion through the Eaftern’ World ; 


Bribe to his Caufe and lift beneath his Banners 
Arabia’s roving Troops, the Sons of Swiftnefs, 


i Tien eS 






And arm the Perf an. pin tes ck sent eiaelg fm. nd a 
There fhall he wafte thy Frontiers, “check. thy Cong eft > ‘ 1. 





And though at length fubdued, elude thy. Vengeance, 4 pag ra 
‘Manomer. 2 Wh 

Elude my ariecante) ? no---My Troops fhall range. wT 

Th’ eternal Snows that freeze beyond Mestis, bipecset hak SLA 


And Afric’s torrid Sands in fearch of Catt. 
Should the fierce North upon his frozen Wings 
Bear him aloft above the wond’ring CPUs 
And feat him in the Piiad’s golden Chariots, we : i at to ae 
Thence fhould my Fury drag him down to Tortures ; | 
Wherever Guilt can fly, Revenge can follow. _ 

| MustApHa. Uh MOO Ths 
Wilt thou difmifs the Savage from the Toile == ere 
Only to hunt him round the ravag’d World? | 

\_  (ManomeET.. © % 

Sufpend his Sentence---Empire and IRENE» ; 
Claim my divided Soul. This Wretch unworthy 
To mix with.nobler Cares, Ill throw afide 
For idle Hours, and’ crufh him at my Leifurée. 

- Mustapna. ||  Yaerasaa 0 4 
Let not th’ unbounded Greatnefs of his Mind = 5 823° 
Betray my King to negligence of Danger. = Blomtcied L 
Perhaps the Clouds.of dark Confpiracy << 7 
Now roll full fraught with Thunder o’er your Heads 
Twice fince the Morning rofe I faw the Baflag.. | 
Like a fell Adder fwelling in a Brake,: | 
Beneath the Covert of this‘verdant Arch ~* 
In private Conference ;. befide him ftood 
‘Two Men unknown, the Partners of his Bofom ; 
J mark’d them well, and-trac’d in either Face 
The gloomy Refolution, horrid Gréatnefs, ° 
And ftern Compofure of defpairing Heroes § iketel 

> hath , Aaah” 
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And, to confirm - my ’ Thought, at fight of me, 
As blafted by my Preferice, they withdrew 
With all the fpeed of Terfor and of Guilt: - 
MaHomet. 
The ftrong Emotléits of my troubled Sout 
Allow no paufe for Art or fot Contrivanice ; 
And dark Perplexity diftfacts niy Counfds. - 
Do thou réfelve : For fte RENE comes ! 
At her approach each ride Guit of Thought 
Sinks like the fighing of a Tempeft fpent, 
And Gales of fofter Paffion fan my Bofom. Me 
—[Caxi enters with IRENE, and exit with Mustaria. 
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Ma HOMET, Trewe. 


: ManHomer, 
Wilt thou defcend, Sia Daughter of Perfestions 
To hear my Vows, and give Mankind a Queen? 
Ah! ceafe, IRENE, ceafe thofe flowing Sorrews, 
That melt a Heart, impregnable till now, 
And turn thy Thoughts henceforth to Love and Empife. 
How will the matchlefs Beauties of Reng, . 
Thus bright in Tears,’ thus amiable in Ruin, 
With all the graceful Pride of Greatnefs heighten’d, 
Amidft the Blaze of Jewels and of Gold, 
Adorn a ie and dignify Dominion. 
IRENE. 
Why all this glare of fplendid Eloquence, 
To paint the Pageantries of guilty State ? 
Mutt I for thefe renounce the Hope of Heav’n,. 
Immortal Crowns and fulnefs of Enjoyment? 
MAHOMET. * 
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MAHOMET. — Ao. 
Vain Raptures all--~For your inferiour Natures. ag et WG «7 
Form’d to delight, and happy by delighting 9.4 y 4 acy. 
Heav’n has referv’d no future Paradife, rag 
But bids you rove the Paths of Blifs, fecure 
Of total Death and carelefs of Hereafter ; 
While Heav’n’s high Minifter, whofe awful Volume 
Records each Act, each Thought of fov’reign Man, 
Surveys your Plays with inattentive Glance, 
And leaves the lovely. Trifler unregarded, 
IRENE, 
Why then. has Nature’s vain Munificence. , _ 
Profufely pour’d her Bounties upon Woman? 
‘Whence then thofe Charms thy ‘Tongue has deign’d to flatter,” 
That Air refiftlefs and enchanting Bluth, | ae 
Unlefs the beauteous Fabrick was defion’d . 
A Habitation for a fairer Soul? . 
MAHomMET. | 
Too high, bright Maid, thou raft exteriour Grace 3 
Not always do the faireft Flow’rs diffufe 
The richeft Odouts, nor the fpeckled Shells | 
Conceal the Gem ; let female Arrogance © 
Obferve the feather’d Wand’rers of -the Sky, 
With Purple varied and bedrop’d with Gold, 
- They prune the Wing, and fpread the glofly Plumes, 
Ordain’d, like you, to flutter and to fit? ae 
And chear the weary Paflenger with Mufick, ~~ 
IRENE, pik ty 
Mean as we are, this Tyrant of the World 
Implores our Smiles, and trembles at our Feet a. 
Whence flow the Hopes and Fears, Defpair and Rapture, 
Whence all the Blifs and Agonies of Love? , 
Maunomer. 
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-MAnHomeT. 
Why, when the Balin of Sleep’ defcends on Man, _ 
Do gay Delufions, wand’ring o’er the Brain, 
Sooth the delighted Soul with empty Blifs ? 
To Want give Affuence ? and to Slav’ ry F reedom ? 
Such are Love’s Joys, the Lenitives of Life, 
A fancy’d Treafure, and a waking Dream. 
IRENE. 
Then let me once, in honour of our Sex, 
Affume the boaftful Arrogance of Man. | 
Th’ attractive Softnefs, and th’ indearing Smile, 
And pow’rful Glance, ’tis granted, are our own ; 
Nor has impartial Nature’s frugal Hand 
Exhaufted all her nobler Gifts on you ; 
Do not we fhare the comprehenfive Thought, 
Th’ enlivening Wit, the penetrating Reafon ? 
Beats not the female Breaft with gen’rous Paffions, 
The thirft of Empire, and the Love of Glory ? 
MAHOMET. 
Mluftrious Maid, new Wonders fix me thine,” 
Thy Soul compleats the Triumphs of thy Face. 
I thought, forgive my F air, the nobleft Aim, { 
The ftrongeft Effort of a female Soul, 
Was but to chufe the Graces of the Day; 
To tune the Tongue, to teach the Eyes to roll, 
Difpofe the Colours of the flowing Robe, 
And add néw Rofes to the faded Cheek. 
Will it not charm a Mind like thine exalted, 
To fhine the Goddefs of applauding Nations, 
To {catter Happinefs and Plenty round thee, 
To bid the proftrate Captive rife and live, 
To fee new Cities tow’r at thy Command, 
And blafted Kingdoms flourifh at thy fmile? 
IRENE. 
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IRENE. 


Charm °d with the Thought, of . blefing, human Kk L ig, thy 


Too cal: I tigen to. the flatt’ ring Sounds. yh 
MAHOMET. 

O feize the Power to blefs---InEw n’s Nod 

Shall break the Fetters of the groaning Chriftian 5 

Greece, in her lovely Patronefs fecure, , 

Shall mourn no more her plunder’d Palaces. 
IRENE. » 

Forbear---O do not urge me to my Ruin ! 
MAHOMET, 

To State and Pow’r I court thee, not to Ruin : 





Smile on my Withes, and command the Globe. ? } ae 


Security fhall fpread her Shield before thee, 
And Love infold thee with his downy Wings. 


If Greatnefs pleafe thee, mount th’ ipyperial Scat 3. 


If Pleafure charm thee, view this foft Retreat ; 
Here evry Warbler of the Sky fhall. fing ; 
Here ev’ry Fragrance breathe of ev’ry Spring : 


To deck thefe Bow’rs each Region fhall combine, 


And ev’n our Prophet’s Gardens envy thine : 


Empire and Love fhall fhare the blifsful Day, © 


And varied Life fteal unperceiv’d away, - 





ACT 





IRENE, A TRAGEDY. “%r 





fk Ce then Ld 
SCENE, J, 


Cart, ABDALLA. | 


Caxi enters with a difcontented Airs to bim enters ABDA LLA. 
Catt 
4S this the fierce Confpirator ABDALLA ? 
Is this the reftlefs Diligence of Treafon? 
Where haft thou linger’d while th’ encumber’d Hours 
Fly lab'ring with the Fate of future.Nations, 
And hungry Slaughter fcents Imperial Blood ? 
Oe. REDALL A. 
Important Cares detain’d me from your Counfels, 
a Oe Cat. 
Some petty Paffion! fome domeftick Trifle! 
Some vain Amufement of a vacant Soul ! 
A weeping Wife perhaps, or dying Friend, 
-Hung on your Neck, and hinder’d your Departure, 
Is this a Time for Softnefs or for Sorrow h 
Unprofitable, peaceful, female’ Virtues ! 
When eager Vengeance fhows a naked Foe, 
And kind Ambition points the Way to Greatnefs. 
- ABDALLA. 
Muft then Ambition’s Votaries infringe | 
The Laws of Kindnefs, break the Bonds of Nature? 
And quit the Names of Brother, . Friend, and Father? 


Catt. 


32 IRENE A Teaceoy 
Pax: Caul. | 
This fov’reign Pafion, fcornful of Reftraint, 9. 
Ev'n from the Birth affects fupreme Command, Tdaaaet ~~. F 
‘Swells in the Breaft, and with refiftlefs Force, 

O’erbears each gentler Motion of the Mind. 

As when a Deluge overfpreads the’ Plains, 

‘The wand’ring Rivulet, and filver Lake, 

Mix undiftinguifh’d with the gen’ral Roar. 

ABDALLA. 

Yet can Ambition in ABDALLA’s Breaft ; 

‘Claim but the fecond Place: there mighty Love — 

Has fix’d his Hopes, Inquietudes, and Fears, 

His glowing Wifhes, and his jealous Pangs. 

Caut. 
. Love is indeed the Privilege of Youth ; 

Yet, on a Day like this, when Expectation — 

Pants for the dread Event----But let us reafon---- 
# ABDALLA. | 

Haft thou grown old amidft the Croud of Courts, 

And turn’d th’ inftru€tive Page of Human Life, _ 

To cant, at laft, of Reafon to a Lover? 

Suth ill-tim’d Gravity, fuch ferious Folly, 

Might well befit the folitary Student, 

Th’ unprattis’d-Dervife, or fequefter’d F aquir. 
Know’ft thou not yet, when Love invades the Soul, 
‘That all her Faculties receive his Chains ? | 
That Reafon gives her Scepter to his Hand, 

Or only ftruggles to be more enflav’d? 





Aspasta! who can look upon thy Beauties? si«‘i 
Who hear thee fpeak, and not abandon Reafon ? 
Reafon! the hoary Dotard’s dull Direétrefs, 
‘That lofes all becaufe fhe hazards nothing : 

Reafon t 
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Reafon ! the tim’rous Pilot; that to fhun 
The Rocks of cai for ever flies the Port. - 
Carr. 3 
But ise this fudden Warmth ?- 
ABDALLA. 
Becaufe I love: 
- Becaufe my flighted Paffion burns in vain ! 
Why roars the Lionefs diftrefs’d by Hunger ? 
Why foam the fwelling Waves when Tempefts rife? 
Why fhakes the Ground, when fubterraneous Fires 
Fierce through the burfting Caverns rend their Way ? 
CALI. 
Not till this Day thou faw’ft this fatal Fair ; 
Did ever Paffion make fo fwift a Progrefs ? 
ake more reflect, fupprefs this infant Folly. 
3 ABDALLAs 
Grok Fires, enkindled by a Mortal Hand, 
- Spread by Degrees, and ‘dread th’ oppreffing Stream ;. 
The fubtler Flames emitted from the Sky, 
 Flafh out at once, with Strength above Refiftance. 
| | Catt. 
How did Asp-asrA welcome your Addrefs ? 
Did you proclaim this. unexpected Conqueft ? 
Or pay with fpeaking Eyes a Lover’s Homage-t 
ABDALLA: 
Confounded, aw’d, and loft in Admiration, 
I gaz’d, I trembled; but I could-not {peak : 
When ev’n as Love was breaking off from Wonder, 
And tender Accents quiver’d on my Lips, 
She mark’d my fparkling Eyes, and heaving Breaft, 
And fmiling, confcions of her Charms, withdrew. 
Enter Demetrius and Leontius. 
D CALs, 


Ne ee ee *, EY OP) ee ee. ; 
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<7 GALE, 

Now be fome Moments Mafter of thyfelf, 

Nor let Demerivs know thee for a Rival. 

Hence! or be calm---To difagree is Ruin, © 





'S CEN Eo tl, 
Caut, Demetrius, Lzontius, ABDALLAy - 


a ‘ DEMETRIUs. 
When will Occafion fimile upon our Wifhes, % 
And give the Tortures of Sufpence a Period ? 
Still muft we linger in uncertain Hope? 
Still languifh in our Chains, and dream of Freedom 
Like thirfty Sailors gazing on the Clouds, | 
Till burning Death fhoots through their wither'd Limbs : 
Catt. + 
Deliverance is at Hand ; for Turkey’s ‘Tyrant 
Sunk in his Pleafures, confident and gay, 
With alf the Heroe’s dull Security, 
Trufts to my Care his Miftrefs and his Life, 
And laugtis and wantons in the Jaws of Death. — 
LEonrTIvs.. 
So weak is “Man, when deftin’d to Deltridiony 
The Watchful flumber, and the Crafty petatta 
» Carr, 
At my Command yon’ Iron Gates unfold; 
At my Command the Sentinels retire; 
With all the Licence of Authority, 
- Through bowing Slaves, I range the private Roomsy 
And of To-morrow’s Action fix the Scene. 
DiMETRIvs. 
To-morrow’s Action? Can that hoary Wifdom 
Born 








= 
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Born down swith Years, fill doat upon To-morrow? 
- That fatal Miftrefs, of the Young, the Lazy, , 
The Coward, and the F ool, condemn’d to lof 
An ufelefs Life in waiting for To-morrow, 
To gaze with longing Eyes upon To-morrow, 
_ ‘Tillinterpofing Death deftroys the Profpect ! 
Strange! that this gen’ral Fraud from Day to Day 
Should fill the World with Wretches undetected. 
The Soldier lab’ring through a Winter’s March, 
~ Still fees To-morrow dreft in Robes of arenas 
Still to the Lover’s long-expeCting Arms, 
To-morrow brings the vifionary Bride. 
But thou, too old to bear another Cheat, 
Learn, thas t the prefent Hour alone is Man’s. 
LEONTIUs. 
The prefent' Hour with open “Arms invites, 
Seize the kind Fair, and prefs her to thy Bofom. 
DEMETRIUS. 
Who knows, .ere this important Morrow rife, 
But Fear, or, Mutiny may taint the Greeks ? 
Who knows if MAHoMET’s awaking Anger 
- May fpare the fatal Bow-ftring till T’o-morrow ? 
| ABDALLA. 
Had our firft 4/an Foes but known this Ardour, 
We ftill had wander’d on Yartarian Hills. , 
Roufe, Cart, fhall the Sons of conquer’d' Greece, 
Lead us to Danger, and abafh their Victors! 
This Night with all her confcious Stars be witnels, 
Who merits moft, DEMETRIUs or ABDALLA. 
DEMETRIUS. 
Who merits moft !---I knew not we were Rivals. ’ 
CALI. 
Young Man, forbear---- The Heat of Youth, no more--- 
Dim Well 
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Well,---’tis decreed---This Night fhall fix our Fate. 
Soon as the Veil of Evening clouds the Sky, 

With cautious Secrecy, Lrontivs fteer 

Th’ appointed Veflel to yon’ fhaded Bay, — 

Form’d by this Garden jutting on the Deep ;. 

There, with yours Soldiers arm’d, and Sails: a 
Await our coming, equally prepar’d. | : 
For eel Flight, or obftinate Defence. —. {Beit Leont. 





SCE Nie ate 


Cari, ABDALLA, DEMETRIUS. 
DEMETRIUs. — 
Now paufe, great Bafla, from the Thoughts of Blood, 
And kindly grant an Ear to gentler Sounds, _ 
If e’er thy Youth has known the Pangs of Abfence, 
Or felt th’ impatience of obftructed Love, ) 
Give me, before th’ approaching Hour of Fate, 
Once to behold the Charms of bright Aspasta, 
And draw new Virtue from her heav’ nly Tongue.- Le 
Catt. 7 
Let Prudence, ere the Suit be farther urg a 
Impartial weigh the Pleafure with the. Danger. _ 
A little longer, and fhe’s thine for ever. 
DeMETRIUs. 
Prudence and Love confpire in this Requeft, 
Left unacquainted with our bold Attempt, 
Surprize 0 ‘erwhelm her, and retard our ‘Flight. 
CALE © = 
What I can n grant, you cannot afk in vain--- 
DemeTRIvs. 
I goto wait thy Call, this kind Confent | 
Completes the Gift. of Freedom and of Life... [Exit Dem.| 
wv SCENE 





IRENE, A’ TRAGEDY. = 37 
SC EN E séSIV«. 
Carr, ABDALLA. 
, ABDALLA. 
And this is my Reward---to burn, to languith, 
To rave unheeded, while the happy Greek, 
The Refufe of our Swords,’ the Drofs of Conqueft, 
Throws his fond Arms about Asp Ast a’s Neck, 
Dwells on her Lips, and fighs upon her Breaft ; 
~ Is’t not enough, he lives by our Indulgence, 
But he mutt live to make his Mafter’s wretched ? 
CaLl. 
‘What Claim haft thou to plead ? 
ABDALLA. 
The Claim of Pow’r, 
Th’ unqueftion’d Claim of Conquerors, and Kings! 
? : af Cat. 
Yet inthe Ufe of Pow’r remember Juttice. 
; ABDALLA, 
Can then th’ Affaffin lift his treach’rous Hand 
~ Againft his King, and cry, Remember Juttice ? 
Juftice demands the forfeit Life of Catt ; 
: Juftice demands that I reveal your Crimes ; 
Juftice demands---But fee th’ approaching Sultan. 
Oppofe my Wifhes, and---Remember Juttice. 
Caul. 
Diforder fits upon thy Face---retire. 


[£xit Abdalla, Enter Mahomet. 


Cam 


S. C.E..N.E.. V. 
Cau, MAHOMET, 
CALt. 


Long be the Sultan blefs’d with happy Love! 
> My Zeal marks Gladnefs dawning on thy Cheek, 
D3 With 
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With Raptures fuch as fire: the Pasin Grotds, 2 
When pale, and anxious for their Yeats to come, 19d ¥ 
They fee the Sun furmount thé dark Ecli ple, hay 
And hail unanimous their conqu’ ring God. 
ae MAHOMET. 
_ My Vows, ’tis frue, fhe hears with lef Averfions’ | 
She fighs, fhe blufhes, but the ftill deniés. Boe Se 
uC Aro teu: cit ton meer 
With warmer Cott prefs the yielding Feige sapere) 
Call to your Aid with boundlefs Promifes q 
Each-rebel With, each traitor Inclination 3 : 
That raifes Tumults in the female Breaft, . : 
The loveof Pow’r, of Pleafire, and of ae 
MAHOMET... 

Thefe Arts I try’d, and to inflame her more, 
By hateful Bufinefs hurried:from her fight, .. 
I bad a hundred Virgins wait around her, 
Sooth her with all the Pleafures of Command, a6 
Applaud her Charms, and court her to be Great. . - . 

Exit Manomer, 








3 Cena TE VI. 


CALI ii 
He’s gone---Here reft, my Soul, thy fainting Wing, 
Here reco lleét thy diffipated Pow’rs.--- _ 
_ QOur diftant Int’refts, and our different Paffions . 
Now hafte to mingle in one common Center, 
And Fate lies crouded in a narrow Space. 
Yet in that narrow Space what Dangers rife f--- 
Far more I dread ABDALLA’s fiery Folly, _ 
Than all the Wifdom of the grave Divan. penne 
Reafon 


~ 


Reafon with Reafon fights on equal Terms, 
The raging Madman’s unconnected Schemes - 
Wecannot obviate, for we cannot guefs. 
Deep in my Breaft be treafured this Refolve, 
When Cari mounts the Throne ABDALLA dies 
Too herce, too faithlefs for Neglect or Truft. 
| [Enter Irene with Attendants. 





SCENE VII. 


Cart, Inpene, Aspasia, &c. 


CALI. 
Amidft the Splendor of encircling Beauty, 
Superiour Majefty proclaims the Queen, 
' And Nature jattics our Monarch’s Choice. 
TRENE. 
Referve this Homage for fome other Fair, 
Urge me not on to glittering Guilt, nor pour 
Tn vee weak Kar th’ intoxicating founds. 
CALI. 
; Make hatte, bright Maid, to rule the willing Worlds 
Aw’d by the Rigour of the Sultan’s Juftice, 
We court thy gentlenefs. 
ASPASIA. 
Can Catt’s Voice -* 
Concur to prefs a haplefs Captive’s Ruin? | 
r Catt.’ 
Long would my Zeal for MAHOMET and Thee 
Detain mehere. But Nations call upon me, 
And Duty bids me chufe a diftant Walk, 
Nor taint with Care the Privacies of Love. 


r) aw, 


D 4 SCENE 
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§.C) FE ANAB aM, 
IRENE, ASPASTA,: Attendants, 

ASP ASIA. 
If yet this fhining Pomp, thefe fudden Fciibuud 
Swell not thy Soul beyond Advice or Friendfhip, 
Not yet infpire the Follies of a Queen, 
Or tune thine Ear to foothing Adulation, 
Sufpend awhile the Privilege of Pow’r 
To hear the Voice of Truth ; difmifs thy Train, 
Shake off th’ Incumbrances of State a moment, 
_ And lay the tow’ring Sultanefs afide, | 

[Irene figns to her Attendants to retires 
While I foretell thy Fate ; that Office done,--- oni 
No more I boaft th’ ambitious Name of Friend, 
But fink among thy Slaves without a Murmur. 

TRENE, 
_ Did regal Diadems inveft my Brow, 
Yet fhould my Soul, ftill faithful to her Choice, 
Efteem Aspasta’s Breaft, the nobleft Kingdom. 
| ASPASIA. | 
‘The Soul once tainted with fo foula Crime, — 
No more fhall glow with Friendfhip’s hallow’d Ardent" 200 
‘Thofe holy Beings, whofe fuperiour Care i 
Guides erring Mortals to the Paths of Virtue, 
Affrighted at Impiety like thine, 
Refign their Charge to Bafenefs and to Ruin. 
IRENE. 

Upbraid me not with fancy’d Wickednefs,. 
J am not yet a Queen, or an Apoftate.’ 
; ee fhould I fin beyond the hope of Mercy, 


a i Religion prompts me to refufe, 


oe 


¢ dread of inftant Death reftrains my Tongue ? 
ASPASIA, 


t 


IRENEp Ai TRAGEDY. > gay 
>; > Aspasra: | : 

Reflect that Life anc Death, affecting founds, 
Areonly varied:-Modes of endlefs Being ; 

Reflect that Life, like ev’ry other Bleffing, 

Derives its Value from its Ufe alone ; 

Not for itfelf but for a nobler End 

Th’Eternal gave it, and that. End is Virtue, 

When inconfiftent with a greater Good, 

Reafon commands to caft the lefs away ; 

Thus Life, with lofs of ,Wealth, is well profer'ds 
And Virtue cheaply fav’d with lofs of Life. 

IRENE. 

If built on fettled Thought, this Conftancy 

Not idly flutters on a boaftful Tongue, 

Why, when Deftruétion rag’d aronnd our Walls, 
Why fled this haughty Heroine from the Battle ? 
Why then did not this warlike Amazon 

Mix inthe War, and thine among the Heroes? _ 

_ASPASIA. 

Heav’n, when its Hand pour’d foftnefs on our emg 
Unfit for Toil, and polifh’d into Weaknefs ; 

Made paffive Fortitude the Praife of Woman : 

Our only Arms are Innocence and Meeknefs. 

Not then with raving Cries I fill'd the City, 

But while DEMETR rus, dear lamented Name ! 
Pour’d ftorms of Fire upon our fierce Invaders, 
Implor’d th’ eternal Power to fhield my Country, 
With filent Sorrows, and with-calm Devotion. 

| IRENE. 

O! didIrene fhine the Queen of Turkey, 
_ No more fhould Greece lament thofe Prayers rejected. 
Again fhould golden Splendour grace her Cities, 
Again her proftrate Palaces fhould rife, 3 

2 Again 
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Again her Temples found with holy Mufick : 
No morefhould Danger fright, or Want diftrefs , 
‘The fmiling Widows, and proteéted Orphans. 
ASPASIA. 
Be virtuous Ends purfued by virtuous Means, _ 
Nor think th’ Intention fan@ifies the Deed: 
‘That Maxim publith’d in an impious Age, 
Would loofe the wild Enthufiaft to deftroy, 
And fix the fierce Ufurper’s bloody Title. 
Then Bigottry might fend her Slaves to War, 
And bid Succefs become the Teft. of ‘Truth ? 
Unpitying Maffacre might wafte the World, 
And Perfecution. boaft the Call of Heav’n.. 
IRENE. 
Shall I not with to chear afflicted Kings, 
And plan the Happinefs of mourning Millions ? 
ASPASIA. 
Dream not of Pow’r thou never can’ft attain : 
When focial Laws firft harmonis’d the World, 
Superiour Man poflefs’d the Charge of Rule, 
The Scale of Juftice, and the Sword of Pow’r, 
Nor left us aught but Flattery and State. | 
IRENE. 
‘To me my Lover’s Fondnefs will reftore, _ 
W hate’er Man’s Pride has ravith’d from our Sex. _ 
ASPASIA.. 
When foft Security fhall prompt the Sultan, 
Freed from the Tumults of unfettled Conqueft, 
‘To fix his Court, and regulate his. Pleafures, : 
Soon fhall the dire Seraglio’s horrid Gates ) 
Clofe like th’ eternal Bers of Death upon thee, 
Immur’d, and buried in perpetual Sloth, ; | hae 
3x , “Phat 
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That gloomy Slum*er of the ftagnant Soul ; 
There halt thou view from far the quiet hs ; 
And figh for ehearful Poverty in vain} |e ) 
There wear the tedious Hours of Life aways 
Beneath each Curfe of unrelenting Heav’n, — 
eae and: Slav’ 1s irre and Guile, 
 TRENE. 
There fhall we find the yet untafted Blif 
Of Grandeur and ‘Tranquillity combin’d. 
ASPASIA, ¥ 
Tranquillity and Guilt, disjoin’d by FTbsvin 
Still ftretch in vain their longing Arms afar ; it 
Nor dare to pafs th’ infuperable Bound, 
Ah ! let me rather feek the Convent’s Cell ; 
There when my ‘Thoughts, at interval of Pray’r, 
Defcend to range thefe Manfions of Misfortune, 
Off thall I dwell on our wifaftrous Friendfhip, 
And thed the pitying Tear for loft Irzneg. 
IRENE. 
Go, Langit on in dull Obfcurity; — 
Thy dazzled Soul with all its boafted Greatnefs, 
Shrinks at th’ o’erpow’ring Gleams of regal State, - 
Stoops from the Blaze like a degenerate Eagle, 
And flies for Shelter to the Shades of ‘Life. 
ASPASIA. ' 
On me, fhould Providence, without a Crime, 
The weighty Charge of Royalty confer 5 
Call me to civilize the Ruffian Walds, 
Or bid foft Science polifh Briton’s Heroes: 
Soon fhouldft thow fee, how falfe thy weak Reproach. 
My Bofom feels, enkindled from’ the Sky; 
‘The dambent Flames of. mild Benevolence, 
Untouch’d by fierce Ambition’s raging Fires. 
} IRENE, 


Aa I REWN SS A Tracey.‘ 
oA SANE wee ag Sat T 
Ambition is the Stamp, Revert by Heav’n ' | 
To mark the nobleft Minds, with aCtive Heat ~~ 
Inform’d they mount the Precipice of Pow’r, 
Grafp at Command, and tow’r in queft of Empire 5 
While vulgar Souls compaffionate their Cares, 
Gaze at their Height and tremble at their Danger ; 
‘Thus meaner Spirits with Amazement ‘mark 
‘The varying Seafons, andirevolving Skies, 
And afk, what guilty Pow’rs rebellious. Hand 
Rolls with eternal Toil the pond’rous Orbs 5 | ‘ss 
While fome Archangel nearer to Perfection, 
In eafy State prefides o’er all their Motions, 
Direéts the Planets with a carelefs Nod, 
Conduéts the Sun, and regulates the Spheres, 
ASPASIA. 

Well may’ft thou hide in Labyrinths of Sound 
The Caufe that fhrinks from Reafon’s powerful Voice. 
Stoop from thy Flight, trace back th’entangled Thought, 
And fet the glitt’ring Fallacy to view. 
Not Pow’r I blame, but Pow’r obtain’d by Crime, 
Angelic-Greatnefs is Angelic Virtue. | 

 Amidft the Glare of Courts, the Shout of acuieaas 5 
Will not th’ Apoftate feel the Pangs of Guilt, 
And wifh too late for Innocence and Peace ? 
Curft as the Tyrant of th’ infernal Realms, 
With gloomy State and agonizing Pomp, 





SCENE IX. 


TreEnE, Aspasia, Marp. 
Matrn. “ 
A Turkifh Stranger of majeftick Mien, 
Atks at the Gate Admiffion to ASPASIA, 
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Commiffion’d, as he ys by Carr Bassa, 
. yes - RENE. °° | 
Whoe’er its arts ‘or whatfo’er. thy: Meffiee, [ Afide 
Thanks for this kind Relief---with Speed admit him. 
ASPASIA. : 
He comes, perhaps, to feparate us for ever 3. 
When I am gone remember, O.! remember, *. 
‘That none are great, or happy, but the Virtuous. - - 
{ Exit Irene, Enter DEMETRIvs. 


SCENE X. 


zn Aspasta, DEMETRIUS. 

DEMETRIUS. 
Tis fhe—My Hope, my Happinefs, my Love! 
Aspasta! do I once again behold thee? 
Still, ftill the fame—unclouded by Misfortune ! 
Let a bleft Eyes, for ever gaze 

ASPASIA, 

DEMETRIUs ! 
| DEMETRIUS. 
Why does the Blood forfake thy lovely Cheek ? 
Why fhoots this ‘Chilnefs through thy fhaking Nerves? 
Why does thy Soul retire into herfelf? 
Recline upon my Breatt thy finking Beauties : 
Revive—Revive to Freedom ‘and to Love. 
ASPASIA. 

What well KnownVoice pronounc’d the grateful Sounds 
Freedom and Love? Alas! I’m all Confufion, 
A fudden Mift o’ercafts my darken’d Soul, 
The Prefent, Paft, and Future fwim befere me, 
Loft in a wild Perplexity of Joy. 





DEME- 
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DEMETRIUS. . 

Such Ecftacy of Love! fuch pure Affection, 
‘What Worth-can merit? or what Faith reward «4 
_. ASPASIA. 

A ston Thoughts imperfeé&t and diftracted, 
Demand a-Voice, and,flruggle into Birth; 
A thoufand Queftions ‘prefs upon my Tongue, — 
But all give way;to,Rapture and Demetrius. — 
i Demetrius. 
O fay, night Being, in this Age of Abfence, 
“What Fears, what Griefs, what Dangers haft thou known? 
Say, how the Tyrant threaten’d, flatter’d, figh’d, 
Say, how he threaten’d, flatter’d, figh’d in vain ! 
Say, how the*‘Harid of Violence was rais’d, 4 
Say, how thou call'dft in’ Tears upon DiMe vere 
ASPASTIA. 
Infornr me rather, how thy’ happy Courage 
-Stem’d in the’ Breach the Deluge of Deftru@tion,  °- 
And pafs’d uninjur’d through the Walks of Death ? 
Did favage Anger, and licentious Conqueft 
Behold the Hero with Aspasra’s Eyes? 
And thus protected in the gen’s ‘ral Ruin, 
. fay, what guardian ‘Pow’r convey’d thee hither. © 
DEMETRIUS, 
Such ftrange Events, ‘fuch unexpected Chances, 
Beyond my warmett Hope, or wildeft Withes,- | 
Concur’d to give me.to AsPAsia’s Arms, ~ 
JI ftand amaz’d, and afk, if yet I co thee. 
: ASPASIA. © 
Sure Heav’n, for Wonders are not: wrought i in vain 
That joins.us. thus,. will never part’ us mofe. 


SCENE. 


rx 
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SCENE XL 
DEMETRIUs, ASPASIA, ABDALLA, 


. _ ABDALLA, 
It parts you now-+-The hafty Sultan cs d 
‘The Laws unread, and flies to his IRENE. 
: .  DemeErRiuvs. 
Fix’d and intent on his IRENE’s Charms, 
He envies none the Converfe of AsPASIA« 
- ABDALLA. 
Aspasia’s Abfence will inflame Sufpicion ; 
She cannot, muft not, fhall not linger here, 
Prudence and Friendfhip bid me force her from you, 
DEMETRIUS, 
Force her | profane her with a Touch, and die, 
ABDALLA. 7 
’Tis Greece, ’tis Freedom calls Aspasra hence, 
Your carelefs Love betrays. your Country’s Caufe. 
DEMETRIUS, 
If we muft part — 
AsPASIA. 
No! let us die together. 
DEMETRIUg. 
If we muft part— 
ABDALLA. 
Difpatch ; th’ encreafing Danger 
- Will not admit a Lover’s long Farewell, 
‘The long- drawn Intercourfe of Sighs and Kiffes. 


DEME- 
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DEMETRIUS. pre 

“‘Then—O, my Fair, I cannot bid. thee goe 5 2 its 

Receive: ‘her, ‘and protect: her, gracious, ‘Hea n. te 

Yet let me watch her dear departing Steps, 

If Fate perfues me; .let.it-find me here. 
Reproach not Greece, a Lover’s fond Delays, 
Nor think thy Caufe’ meglected- while I gaze, 
New Force, new Courage, from each Glance I gain 
And find ‘our Paffions not infus’d_ in vain. 





ACT 





A Gor Ty 
ON RON, fe. 


Demetrius, Aspasta, enter as talking. 


ASPASIA. 
NOUGH—refiftlefs Reafon calms my Soul— 
Approving Juftice {miles upon your Caufe, 
And Nature’s Rights entreat th’ aflerting Sword. 
Yet when your Hand is lifted to deftroy, 
Think+—but excufe a Woman’s needlefs Cautions 
Purge well thy Mind from ev’ry private Paffion,. 
Drive Int’reft, Love, and Vengeance from thy Thoughts, 
Fill all thy ardent Breaft with Greece and Virtue, 
Then ftrike fecure, and Heav’n affitt the Blow. 
Demerrivs. 
Thou kind Affiftant of my better Angel, 
Propitious Guide.of my bewilder’d Soul, 
Calm of my Cares, and Guardian of my Virtue, 
ASPASIA. 
My Soul firft kindled by thy bright Example, 
To noble Thought and gen’rous Emulation, 
Now but refleéts thofe Beams that fow’d from thee: 
DrMETRIUS. ; 
With native Luftre and unborrow’d Greatnefs, 
Thou fhin’ft, bright Maid, fuperior to Diftrefs; 
Unlike the trifling Race of vulgar Beauties, 
Thofe glit’ring Dew-drops of a vernal Morn, Me 
E Tha¢ 
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That fpread their Colours to the genial Beam, ’ 
And fparkling quiver to the Breath of May 3 i 
_ But Ba the Tempeft with fonorous Wing 
Sweeps o’er the Grove, forfake the lab’ring Bough, 

Difpers’d in Air or mingled with the Duft. 
ASPASIA. 
Forbear this Triumph — ftill new Confliéts wait us, 
Foes unforefeen, and Dangers unfufpected. 
Oft when the fierce Befiegers eager Hoft 
Beholds the fainting Garrifon retire, 
And rufhes joyful ta the naked Wall, 
Deftruction flafhes from th’ infidious Mine, 
And fweeps th’ exulting Conqueror away : 
Perhaps in vain the Sultan’s Anger fpar’d me, 
‘To find a meaner Fate from treach’rous Friendfhip— 
ABDALLA== 
DEMETRIUS. 
Can ABDALLA then diflemble ? 
. That firy Chief, renown’d for gen’rous Freedom, 
For Zeal unguarded, undiffembled Hate, | 
For daring Truth, and turbulence of Honour ? 
ASPASIA,. 

‘This open Friend, this. undefigning Hero, — 

With noify Falfhoods fore’d me from your Arms, 

To fhock my Virtue with a ‘Tale of Love. 

DEMETRIUS. 
Did not ‘he Caufe of Greece reftrain my seat 
_ Aspasta fhould not fear a fecond Infult. 

AsPAsIA. 

His Pride and Love by Turns infpir’d his Tongue, 

And intermix’d ‘my Praifes with his own ; 

His Wealth, his Rank, his Honours he recounted, 

. ‘Tillin the midft of Arrogance and Fondnefs, 
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Th’ approaching Sultan fore’d me from the Palace ; 
‘Then while he gar’d upon. his yielding Miftrefs, 
I {tole unheeded from their ravifh’d Eyes, 

And fought this happy Grove in queft of ‘Thee. 
DEMETRIUS. 
Soon may the final Stroke decide our Fate, 
Left baneful Difcord crufh our infant Scheme, 
And ftrangled Freedom perifh in the Birth. 
ASPASIA. 
My Bofom harfafs’d with alternate Paffions; — 
Now hopes, now fears— 
DEMETRIUS. 
Th’ Anxieties of Love. 
ASsPASIA. 
Think how the fov’ reign Arbiter of Kingdoms, 
Detefts thy falfe Affociates black Defigns, 
And frowns ‘on Perjury, Revenge and Murder. 
Embark’d with Treafon on the Seas of Fate, 
When Heav’n fhall bid the fwelling Billows rage, 
And point vindiGiive Lightnings ‘at Rebellion, 
Will not thé Patriot fhare the Traytor’s Danger ? 
Oh could thy Hand unaided free thy Country, 
Nor mingled Guilt pollute the facred Caufe ! 
DEMETRIUS. 
Permitted oft, though not infpir’d by Heav’n, 
Succefsful Treafons punifh impious Kings. 
AsP ASIA. 
Nor end my Terrors with the Sultan’s Death ; 
Far as Futurity’s untravell’d Wafte 
Lies open to Conjecture’s dubious Ken, , 
On ev’ry Side Confufion, Rage and Death, 
Perhaps the Phantoms of a Woman’s Fear, 
Befet the treacherous Way with fatal Ambufh ; 
E 2 Each 
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Each Turkifb Bofom burns: for thy Deftrugtion, 
Ambitious Car dreads the Statefirian’s Arts, 

And hot ABDALLA hates the happy Lover. 
DEMETRIUS. 
Capricious Man! to Good and III inconftant, 
Too much to fear or truft, is equal Weaknefs. 
Sometimes the Wretch unaw’d by Heav’n or Hell, — 
With mad Devotion idolizes Honour. 
The Baffa, reeking with his Mafter’s Murder, 
Perhaps may ftart at violated Friendfhip. 
AsP ASIA. 
How foon, alas! will Int’reft, Fear, or Envy, 
O’erthrow fuch weak, fuch accidental Virtue, 
Nor built on Faith, nor fortify’d by Confcience ? 
DEMETRIUS, 
When defp’rate Ills demand a fpeedy Cure, 
Diftruft is Cowardice, and Prudence Folly. 
AsPASIA. . 
Yet think a Moment, ere you court Deftruction, 
What Hand, when Death has fnatch’d away DEMETRIUS, 
Shall guard AspasiA from triumphant Luft. 
DEMETRIUs, | 

Difmifs thefe needlefs Fears—a Troop of Greeks 
Well known, long try’d, expect us on the Shore, 
Borne on the Surface of the fmiling Deep, 

Soon fhalt thou fcorn, in Safety’s: Arms: repos’d, 
ABDALLA’s Rage and Catt’s Stratagems. 

ASPASIA. 
Stull, fill Diftruft fits heavy on my Heart. 

Will e’er an happier Hour revifit Greece ? 

, DEMETRIUS. 
Should Heav’n yet unappeas’d refufe its Aid, 

Difperfe our Hopes, and fruftrate our Defigns, 

Yet 
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“Yet fhall the Confcience of the great Attempt 
_ Diffufe a Brightnefs on our future Days ; | 
Nor will his Country’s Groans reproach DEMETRIUs. 
But how can’ft thou fupport the Woes of Exile?» 
Can’ft thou forget hereditary Splendours, 
‘To live obfcure upon a foreign Coaft, — 
Content with Science, Innocence and Love ? 

AsPASIA, 

Nor Wealth, nor Titles, make Aspasta’s Blifs. 
O’erwhelm’d and loft amidft the publick Ruins 
Unmov'd I faw the glitt’ring. Trifles perith, 

And thought the petty Drofs beneath a Sigh. 
Chearful I follow to the rural Cell, 

Love be my Wealth, and my Diftin@tion Virtue. 

_ DemMeETRius, 

Submiffive and prepar’d for each. Event, 

Now let us wait the laft Award of Heav’n, 
Secure of Happinefs from Flight or Conqueft, 
Nor fear the Fair and Learn’d.can want Protection. 
The mighty Tu/can courts the banifh’d Arts 

To kind /taha’s hofpitable Shades ; 

There fhall foft Leifure wing th’ excurfive Soul, 
And Peace propitious {mile on fond Delfire ; 
There fhall defpotick Eloquence refume 
‘Her ancient Empire o’er the yielding Heart ; 
There Poetry fhall tune her facred Voice, 

And wake from Ignorance the Weftern World, 
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SCENE If, 


Demetrius, Aspasta, CALt, 


Cau. 
At length th’ unwilling Sun refigns the World. 
‘To Silence and to Reft. “Fhe Hours of Darknef, . 
Propitious Hours to Stratagem and Death, 
Purfue the laft Remains of ling’ring Light. 
DEMETRIUS. 
Count not thefe Hours as Parts of vulgar Time, 
Think them a facred Treafure lent by Heav’n, 
Which fquander’d by Neglect, or Fear, or Folly, 
No Pray’r recals, no Diligence redeems 5 
To-morrow’s Dawn fhall fee the Tursifh King 
Stretch’d in the Duft, or.tow’ring on his Throne; 
To-morrow’s Dawn fhall fee the mighty Cay 
‘The fport of Tyranny, or Lord of Nations. 
Catt. 
Then wafte no longer thefe important Moments 
{n foft Endearments, and in gentle Murmurs, 
Nor lofe in Love the Patriot and the Hero. 
DEMETRIUS. — 
Tis Love combin’d with Guilt alone, that'melts ~ 
The foften’d Soul to Cowardice and:Sloth ; 
But virtuous Paffion prompts the great Refolve, 
And fans the flumb’ring Spark of heawnly Fire. 
Retire, my Fair, that Pow’r that fmiles on Goodnefs 
Guide all thy Steps, calm ev’ry ftormy Thought, 
And {till thy Bofom with the Voice of Peace. 
ASPASIA. 
Soon may we meet again, fecure and free, 
To feel no more the Pangs of Separation. . [Exit 
DEMETRIUS, 


IRENE A’ TRAGEDY. * 55° 
Demetrius, Cath i 
DEMETRIUS. 
This Night alone is ours--+Our mighty Foe, 
No longer loft in am’rous Solitude, 
Wilt now remount the flighted Seat of Empire, 
And fhow Irene to the fhouting People: 
Aspasta left her fighing in his Arms, 
And lifning to the pleafing Tale of Pow’r, 
" ‘With foften’d Voice fhe dropp’d the faint Refufal, 
Smiling Confent fhe fat, and blufhing Love. 
CALL 
Now, Tyrant, with Satiety of Beautv, 
Now feaft thine Eyes, thine Eyes that ne’er hereafter 
Shall dart their am’rous Glances at the Fair, 
_ Or glare on CALI with malignant Beams. 
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SCENE It. 
DemeEtTrivs, Carr, Leontius, ABDALLA. 


LEONTIUS. 

Our Bark unfeen has reach’d th’ appointed Bay, 
And where yon ‘Trees wave o’er the foaming Surge 
Reclines againft the Shore: Our Grecian Troop 
Extends its Lines along the fandy Beach, 

Elate with Hope, and panting for a Foe. 
| ABDALLA. 

‘The fav’ring Winds affift the great Defign, 

Sport in our Sails, and murmur o’er the Deep, 

CaLt. 

Tis well---A fingle Blow compleats our Wifhes : 
Return with {peed, LEoNTIUs, to your Charge; 
The Greeks diforder’d by their Leader’s Abfence, 
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May ee ee or kindle into: Madhels. | 

| LeoOX ravssiisqu) D asf] 
Sufpected ftill ?---- What Villain’s pois’nous' ead 


Dares join Leontrus’ Name with Fear or Falfhood?. sins ain 


Have I for this preferv’d my guiltlefs Bofom,. 7 
Pure as the Thoughts of infant Innocence? 
Have I for this defy’d the Chiefs of Turkey, 
Intrepid in the flaming Front of War? 
Catt, 

Haft thou not fearch’d my Soul’s profounden Thoughts? 
Is not the Fate of Greece and CAur thine? — 

LEONTIUS.,. 
Why has thy Choice then pointed out LEONTIUS, fo ce cen 
Unfit to thare this Night’s illuftrious Toils ? : 
‘To wait remote from A@tion, and from Tareetes 
' An idle LifPner to the diftant Cries \ 
Of flaughter’d Infidels, and Clafh of Swords ! 
‘Tell me the Caufe, that. while thy Name, DEMETRIUS, | 
Shall foar triumphant on the Wings of Glory, 
Defpis’d and curs’'d, Leontius muft defcend 
Through hiffing Ages, a proverbial Coward, 
‘The Tale of Women, and the Scorn of soe Ps 

DEMETRIUS, 
Can brave Leonrivs be the Slave of Glory ? 2 
Glory, the cafual Gift of thoughtlefs Crouds ! 
Glory, the Bribe of avaricious Virtue ! 
Be but my Country free, be thine the Praife ; 3 
J afk no Witnefs, but attefting Confcience, es 
No Records, but the Records of the Sky. 

LEonTius. 

‘Wilt thou then head the Troop upon the Shore, 
While I dettroy th’ Oppreffor of Mankind ? 


DEMETRIUs. 
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“DEMETRIUS... 
What can’ft thou boaft fuperiour to aecurts | ? 
- Afk to whofe Sword the: Greeks will truft their Caufe, 
My Name ‘fhall echo through thefhouting Field ; 
Demand whofe Force yon Turki/hb Heroes dread, 
The fhudd’ring Camp fhall murmur out DemerRius, 
CaLli. , 
Muft Greece, ftill wretched by her Children’s Folly, 
For ever mourn their Avarice or Factions ? 
Demetrius juftly pleads a double Title, 
The Lover’s Int’reft aids the Patriot’s claim. 
LEONTIUs. 
My Pride fhall ne’er protraét my Country’s Woes ; 
Succeed, my Friend, unenvied by Lrontivs. 
DEMETRIUS. 
I feel new Spirit fhoot along my Nerves, 
My Soul expands to meet approaching Freedom. 
Now hover o’er us with propitious Wings, 
Ye facred Shades of Patriots and of Martyrs; 
All ye, whofe blood tyrannick Rage effus’d, 
Or Perfecution drank, attend our Call; 
And from the Manfions of perpetual Peace 
Defcend, to fweeten Labours once your own. 
Catt. 
Go then, and with united Eloquence 
Confirm your Troops ; and when the Moon’s fair Beam 
Plays on the quiv’ring Waves, to guide our Flight, 
Return DEMETRIUs, and be free for ever. 
[ Exeunt Dem. and Leon. 
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Catt, ABDALLAS 


ABDALLA. 43 
How'the new Monarch, fwell’d with airy Rule, 


<<; 


Looks down, contemptuous, from his fancy’d Height, © » 


And utters Fate, unmindful of ABDALLA, 

CaLt. : 
Far be fuch black Ingratitude from Cauz, 
When Afia’s Nations own me for their Lord, 
Wealth, and Command, and Grandeur fhall be thine. 

ABDALLA. 

Is this the Recompence referv’d for me ? | 
Dar’ft thou thus dally with ABpALLA’s Paffion ? 
Henceforward hope no more my flighted Friendfhip, 
Wake from thy Dream of Pow’r to Death and. Yortures,. 
And bid thy vifionary, Throne farewell... 

CALL 
Name and enjoy thy Wifh---- 

ASR rece nai 

I need not name it i 

AsPasia’s Lovers know but one Defire, 
Nor hope, nor with, nor live but for Aspasta. 

Cau. 
That fatal Beauty plighted to DemETRius 
Heav’n makes not mine to give. 

ABDALLA, 

Nor to deny. 

CALt. 

Obtain her and poffefs, thou know’ft thy Rival. 
3 ABDALLA, 
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ABDALLA. 
Too well I know him, fince on Thracia’s Plains 
I felt the Force of his tempeftuous Arm, 
And faw my featter’d Squadrons fly before him. 
Nor will I truft th’ uncertain Chance of Combat ; 
The Rights of Princes let the Sword decide, 
“The petty Claims of Empire and of Honour : 
Revenge and fubtle Jealoufy fhall teach 
A furer Paflage to his hated Heart. 

CAUT 
O {pare the gallant Greek, in him we lofe 
The Politician’s Arts, and Heroe’s Flame. 
ABDALLA, 


When next we nieet before we ftorm the Palace, 
The Bowl fhail circle to confirm our League, 
. Then fhall thefe Juices taint DEmMEeTRtivus’ Draught, 
[ Shewing a Phial, 
_And ftream deftrudtive through his freezing Veins : 
Thus fhall he live to ftrike th’ important Blow, 
And perifh ere he taftes the Joys of Conqueft. 





Sink IN. BV. 
Mauomet, Musrapua, Cart, ABDALLA, 


MAHOMET. 
Henceforth for ever happy be this Day, 
Sacred to Love, to Pleafure, and IRENE: 
The matchlefs Fair has blefs’d me with Compliance ; 
“Let every Tongue refound IrEwn’s Praife, 
And fpread the general Tran{port through Mankind, 
; Call. 
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Catt. ine st 
Bleft Prince, for whom indulgent Heav's n ordains 
At once the Joys of Paradife and Empire, ~ 
Now join thy People’s, and thy CALt’s Prayers, 
Sufpend thy Paffage to the Seats of Blifs, 
Nor with for Houries in IRENE’s Arms. 
MAHOMET. 
Forbarr-—-L Enow te long try’d Faith of Ald. 
Catt. | 
O! could the Eyes of Kings, like ies of Heav’n, 
Search to the dark Receffes of the Soul, 
Oft would they find Ingratitude and Treafon, 


By Smiles, and Oaths, and Praifesill difguis’\di-= 


How rarely would they meet in crouded Courts, 
Fidelity fo firm, fo pure, as mine ! ~ 

Mus APHA, 
Yet ere we give our loofen’d Thoughts to Rapture, 
Let Prudence obviate an impending Danger. © 
Tainted by Sloth, the Parent of Sedition, 
‘The hungry Janizary burns for Plunder, 
And growls in private o’er his idle Sabre. 

NEATH O MER TeUReY cuore 

To ftill their Murmurs ere the twentieth Sun 
Shall fhed his Beams upon the bridal Bed, ~~ 
T roufe to War, and conquer for IRENE} 
Then fhall the Rodian mourn his finking Tow’rs, 
And Buda fall, and proud Vienna tremble, 

Then thall Venetia feel the Turkifhb Pow’t, : 
And fubject Seas roar round their Queen in vain, 
7 / ABDALLA, ‘s 
Then feize fair Italy’s delightful Coaft, - 

To fix your Standard in Imperial: Rome. 
-ManomerT. © 
Her Sons malicious Clemency fhall {pare, 
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To form new Legends, fanétify new Crimes, , 
To canonize the Slaves.of Superftition, 
And fill the World with Follies and Impoftures, 
Till angry Heav’n fhall mark them out for Ruin, 
And War o’erwhelm them in their Dream of Vice. 
O could her fabled Saints, and boafted Prayers 
Call forth her ancient Heroes to the Field, 
How thould I joy, ’midft the fierce fhock of Nations, 
To crofs the Tow’rings of an equal Soul, 
And bid the mafter Genius rule the World. 
ABDALLA, CALI, go--- proclaim my Purpofe. 
[ Exeunt Cali and Abdalla. 


ITLL EE LI ASE LTT OL ELE RE LETTE LEEW EEE NES TS EN TENT, OSI SIS 


SiC, EN be Vi 
Manomet, MustTapuHa. 
Manomer, 
Still Caza lives, and muft he live To-morrow? 
That fawning Villain’s fore’d. Congratulations 
Will cloud my Triumphs, and pollute the Day.. 
| MusTapPua. | 
With cautious Vigilance, at my Command, 
Two faithful Captains, HAsan and Caraza, 
Purfue him through his Labyrinths of Treafon, 
‘And wait your Summons to report his Conduét. 
_ Mauomer. . 
Call them----but let them not prolong their Tale, 
Nor prefs too much upon a Lover’s Patience. [Exit Muft. 
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Mauomer /olus. 
Whome’er the Hope, {till blafted, {till renew’d, 
_OFf Happinefs, lures on from Toil to Toil, 
Remember 
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Remember MAHOMET, and ceafe thy Labour, if ‘ 
Behold him here, in Love, in War fuccefful, 
Behold him wretched in his double Triumph ; 

His Fav’rite faithlefs, and his Miftrefs bafe. 

Ambition only gave het to my Arms, 

By Reafon not convine’d, nor won by Love. 


Ambition was her Crime, but meaner Folly, 
Dooms me to loath at orice, and doat on Falthood, 
And idolize th’ Apoftate I contemn. — * 
If thou art more than the gay Dream of Fancy, se 
More than a pleafing Sound without a Meaning, 

O Happinefs! fure thou art all Aspasza’s. | 





SC BRM EB AVHL 
Mauomer, Mustarpya, Hasan and Caraza. 
Manomer. 
CARAZA fpeak-+-have ye remark’d the BAassA Po 
CARAZA. 
Clofe, as we might unfeen, we watch’d his Steps ; 
His Air diforder’d, and his Gait unequal, 
Betray’d the wild Emotions of his Mind. 
Sudden he ftops, and inward turns his Eyes, . 
Abforb’d in Thought ; then ftarting from his Trance, 
Conftrains a fullen Smile, and fhoots away, 
With him Asppaiia we beheld---- 
MusTaPHa. | 
AspALELa 
; Manomet. 
He wears of late Refentment on his Brow, 
Deny’d the Government of Servia’s Province. 
CARAZA. 
We mark’d him ftorming in Excefs of Fury, 


And 
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And heard within the Thicket that conceal’d us, 
An undiftinguifh’d Sound of threat’ning Rage. 

MusTAPHA, 
How Guilt once harbour’d in the confcious Breaft, 
Intimidates the Brave, degrades the Great. 
See Cai, Dread of Kings, and Pride of Armies, 
By Treafon levell’d with the Dregs of Men. 
Ere guilty Fear deprefs’d the hoary Chief, 
An angry Murmur, a rebellious Frown, 
Had ftretch’d the fiery Boafter in the Grave. 

MAHOMET. 
Shall Monarchs fear to draw the Sword of Juttice, 
Aw’d by the Croud, and by their Slaves reftrain’d ? 
Seize him this Night; and through the private Paflage 
Convey him to the Prifon’s inmoft Depths, | 
Relevd to all the Pangs of tedious Death. 
[ Exeunt Mahomet and i 
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Hasan, CaraZa. 


HASAN. 

Shall then the Greeés, unpunifh’d and conceal’d, 

Contrive perhaps, the Ruin of our Empire, 

League with our Chiefs, and propagate Sedition? 
CARAZA. 

Whate’er their Scheme the Bassa’s Death defeats it, 

And Gratitude’s ftrong Ties reftrain my Tongue. 
HASAN. 

What Ties to Slaves : ? what Gratitude to Foes ? 
 CARAZA. 

In that black Day when flaughter’d Thoufands fell 

Around thefe fatal Walls, the Tide of War Bore 
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Bore me. victorious onward, where DEMETRIUS 
‘Tore unrefifted from the Giant Hand fr : 
Of itern Sebalas thetriumphant Crefcent, 
And dath’d the Might of A/em trom the Ramparts woH 
There I became, nor blufh to make it known, | nk 
The Captive of hisSword. ‘The coward Greeks, 
Enrag’d by Wrongs, exulting with Succefs, 
Doom’d me to die with all the Turki/b Captains. 
But brave Demerrius fcorn’d the mean Revenge 
And gave me Life---- 
Hasan. 
Do thou repay the Gift, e 

Left ditenratded Mercy lofe its Charms. ws 

Profufe of Wealth, or bounteous of Succefs, 

When Heay’n beftaws the Privilege to blefs ; 

Let no weak Doubt the gen’rous Hand reftrain, 

For when was Pow’r beneficent in vain ? 





- 


ACT 
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Aspasia folus. 

N thefe dark Moments of fufpended Fate, 
i While yet the future Fortune of my Country 
Lies in the. Womb of Providence conceal’d, 
And anxious Angels wait the mighty Birth ; 
O grant thy facred Influence, pow’rful Virtue! 
Attention rife, furvey the fair Creation, 
Till confcious of th’ incircling Deity, 
Beyond the Mifts of Care thy Pinion tow’rs. 
This Calm, thefe Joys, dear Innocence! are thine, 
Joys ill exchang’d for Gold, and Pride, and Empire. 

. [ éuter Irene and Attendants. 
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Aspasia, kane, and Attendants. 

. OTRENE. 
See how the Moon through all th’unclouded Sky 
Spreads her mild Radiance, and defcendine Dews 
Revive the languid Flow’rs ; thus Nature fhone 
New from the Maker’s Hand, and tair array’d 
In the bright Colours of primzval Spring ; 
When Purity, while Fraud was yet unknown, 

: F Play’d 
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Play’d fearlefs in th’ inviolated Shades. 
This elemental joy, this gen’ral Calm, ich 
Is fure the Smile of unoffended Heav’n. 
Yet ! why— 
Map. 
Behold, within th’ embow’ring Grove 
AsPaAstia ftands 





IRENE. 
With melancholy Mien, _ 

Penfive, and envious of IRENE’s Greatnefs. 
Steal unperceiv’d upon her Meditations 





But fee, the lofty Maid at our Approach, 
Refumes th’ imperious Air of haughty Virtue. 
Are thefe th’ unceafing Joys, th’ unmingled Pleafures . 
For which Aspasra fcorn’d the Zurki/b Crown ? [To Afp. 
{s this th’ unfhaken Confidence in Heav’n? 
Is this the boafted Blifs of confcious Virtue ? 
When did Content figh out her Cares in fecret ? 
When did Felicity repine in Defarts ? 
ASP ASIA, 
Ill fuits with Guilt the Gaieties of Triumph ; 
When daring Vice infults eternal Juftice, 
The Minitters of Wrath forget Compaffion, 
And {natch the flaming Bolt with hafty Hand. 
)  TRENB,S. | | 
Forbear thy Threats, proud ProphetefS of ill, 
Vers'd in the fecret Counfels of the Sky. 
ASPASIA, 
Forbear—But thou art funk beneath Reproach ; 
In vain affected Raptures flufh the Cheek, 
_And Songs of Pleafure warble from the Tongue, 
When Fear and Anguith labour in the Breaft,. 
Andall within is Darknefs and Confufion; | 
7 Thus 
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Thus on deceitful Htna’s flow’ry Side, 
Unfading Verdure glads the roving Eye 5. 
While fecret Flames, with unextinguifh’d se, 
Infatiate on her wafted Entrails prey, 
And melt her treach’rous Beauties into Ruin. [£xtex Dem, 





SCENE Il: 
Aspasita, IRENE, DEMETRIUS. 
DEMETRIUS. 
Fly, fly, my Love, Deftruction rufhes on ts; - 
The Rack expects us, and the Sword purfues. 
- ASPASIA, nit 
Is Greece deliver’d? is the Tyrant fall’n ? 
3 | DEMETRIUs. 
Greece is no more, the profp’rous Tyrant lives; yl 
Referv’d, for other Lands, the Scourge of Heav’hs |” 
ASPASIA. bei actL 
Say, by what Fraud, what Force were you defeated ? 
Betray’d by Falfhood, or by Crouds o’erborn? 
DEMETRIUS. 
The preffing ee ores Relation. 
ABDALLA—— 
ees it ae 
Hated Name! his jealous Rage 
Broke out in Perfidy—Oh curs’d Asp asia, 
Born to compleat the Ruin of her Country fa 
Hide me, oh hide me oe: upbraiding ag 
Oh, hide me aston inyfelf 
mgiry fe 
Be fruitlefs Grief 
The Doom cf Guitalone, nor'dare to {ize : 
The Ereaft wherz Virtue 


7 N 
i 


uards the Lhrone of Peace: 


[ox 
6 
2 Devolves 
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Devolve, dear Maid thy Sorrows on the Wretch, — 

Whofe Fear, or Rage, or Treachery betray'd us. 
IRENE afide. . 

A private Station may difcover more ; 

Then let me rid them of Ir =Nz’s Prefence: 

Proceed, and give a loofe to Love and Treafon. 


' (Withdraws, 
ASPASIA. 
Yet tell. 
DEMETRIUs. 
To tell, or hear, were Watte of Life. 
ASPASIA. 


- The Life, which only this Defign fupported, 
Were now well loft, in hearing how you fail’d. 
DEMETRIUs. 
Or meanly fraudulent, or madly gay, 
ABDALLA, while we waited near the Palace, 
With ill-tim’d Mirth propos’d the Bow] of Love. 
Juft as it reach’d my Lips, a fudden Cry 
Urg’d me to dafh it to the Ground untouch’d, 
And feize my Sword with difencumber’d Hand. 
AsP ASIA. | 

What Cry? The Stratagem? Did then ABDALLA ?-— 

DEMETRIUS, 
At once a Thoufand Paffions fir’d his Cheek : 
Then all is paft he cried—and darted from us; 
Nor at the Call of Carr deign’d to turn. 

_ ASPASIA, 

Why did you ftay? deferted and betray’d? 
What more could Force attempt, or Art contrive ? 

DEMETRIUS. 
Amazement feiz’d us, andthe hoary Bafla 
Steod torpid in Sufpence; but foon ABDALLA 

7 Return’ 
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Return’d with Force that made Refiftance vain, | 
And bade his new Confederates feize the Traitors. 
C4 xt difarm’d was born away to Death ; 
Myfelf efcap’d, or favour’d or neglected. 

bins ASPASIA, 
O Greece! renown’d for Science and for Wealth, 
Behold thy boafted Honours fnatch’d away. 

| Demerrius. 

Though Difappointment blaft our general Scheme, 
Yet much remains to hope. I fhall not call 
The Day difaf?rous that fecures our Flight ; 
Nor think that Effort loft which refcues thee. [Enter Abd, 


SERRE SS SETS TI ESE BERS a 
cP ER it ee erm 3 ee 


Irene, Aspasta, DEMETRIUS, ABDALLA. 
ABDALLA. 


At length the Prize is mine—The haughty Maid 
That bears the Fate of Empires in her Air, 
Henceforth fhall live for me; for me alone 
Shall plume her Charms, and, with attentive Watch, 
Steal from ABDALLA’s Eye the Sign to {mile. 
; DEMETRIUs.: 
Ceafe this wild Roar of favage Exultation ; 
Advance, and perifh in the frantic Boaft. 
AsPASIA. 
Forbear, DEMETRIUS, “tis Asp ASIA calls thee; 
Thy Love, AspAstA, calls; reRttin thy Sword ; 
Nor rufh on ufelefs Wounds with idle Courage. 
DEMETRIUS. 


- What now remains? 
F 2 _ASPASIA. 
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ASPASI A. 
~ It now remains to fly? 
DEMETRIUS, 
Shall then the Savage live, to boaft his Infult; 
‘Tell how Demetrius fhun’d his fingle Hand, 
And ftole ‘his Life and Miftrefs from his mebre ? 
. ABDALEA, 
Infatuate Loiterer, Bs Fate, in vain, 
Unclafp’d his Iron Gripe to fet thee free; ° 
Still doft thou flutter in the Jaws ‘of Death? 
Snar’d yi hey Fears, and maz’d in. Stupefaction, 
| DEMETRIUS. ie 
Forsive, my Fair, tis Life, ’tis Nature {otis 
Now, Traytor, feel the Fear that chills my Hand. 
ASPASIA. 
*Tis Madnefs to provoke fuperfluous Danger, 
And Cowardice to dread the Boaft of Folly. 
ABDALLA. 
ir ty, Wretch, while yet my Pity grants thee Flight ; 
The Power of Turkey- waits upon my Call. 
Leave but this Maid, refion a hopelefs Chim, | 
And drag away thy Life in Scorn and Safety, 
Thy Life,too mean a Prey_ to lure ABDALLA, | 
DEMETRIUS. 
Once moreI dare thy Sword, behold the Prize, 
Behold I quit her to the Chance of Battle. Quitting Afpafia. 
ABDALLA. | | 
Well mayft thou call thy Matter to the Combat, 
And try the Hazard that haft Nought to flake ; 
Alike my. Death or thine is gain to thee, ~ _ 
But foon thou fhalt repent : another Moment 
Shall throw th’ attending Janizaries round thee. 
[Exit haftily ABDALLA. 
SCENE 
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Sch NEV. 
ASPASIA, DemeTrivs, 


FRENE. 


ABDALLA fails, now Fortune all is mine. [ Afide. 
Hafte, Murza, to the Palace, let the Sultan [Ta ove of her 
Difpatch his Guards to ftop the flying Trayters, Attendants. 
While I protrac&t their Stay.. Be fwift and faithful. 
[Exit Murza. 
~This lucky Stratagem fhall charm the Sultan, [ Afide. 
Secure his Confidence, and fix his Love. } 
DEMETRIUS, 
Behold a Boafter’s Worth. Now {natch, my Fair, 
The happy Moment, haften to the Shore, . 
Ere he return with Thoufands at his Side, 
ASPASIA.. 
In vain I liften to th’ inviting Call 
Of Freedom and of Love: My trembling Joints 
Relax’d with Fear, refufe to bear me forward. 
Depart, Demerrius, left my Fate involve thee, 
Forfakea Wretch abandan’d to Defpair, 
To fhare the Miferies herfelf has caus’d. 
DEMETRIUS. 
Let us not ftruggle with th’ eterna] Will, 
Nor languith o’er irreparable Ruins ; 
Come hafte, and live—Thy Innocence and "Fruth _. 
Shall blefs our Wand’ri ngs, and propitiate Heay’n. 
IRENE, 

Prefs not her Flight, while yet her feeble Menta, 
Refufe their Offs, and uncertain Life 

F 4 Stil 
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Still labours with imaginary Woe ; 
Here let me tend her with officious Care, 
Watch each unquiet Flutter of the Breaft, 
And joy to feel the vital Warmth return, » 
To fee the Cloud forfake her kindling Cheek, 
And hail the rofy Dawn of rifing Health. _ 
ASPASIA. 
Oh! rather fcornful of flagitious Greathefs, 
Refolve to fhare our Dangers and our ‘Toils; 
“Companion of our Flight, illuftrious Exile, 
Leave Slav’ry, Guilt, and Infamy behind. 
IRENE. 

My Soul attends thy Voice, and banifh’d Virtue 
Strives to regain her Empire of the Mind : 
Afift her Efforts with thy ftrong Perfuafion ; 
Sure ’tis the happy Hour ordain’d above, 
When vanquifh’d Vice fhall tyrannize no more, 

DEMETRIUS. 
Remember, Peace and Anguifh are before thee, 
And Honour and Reproach, and Heav’n and Hell. 

. ASPASIA. 
Content with Freedom, and precarious Greatnefs. 

DEMETRIUS. — ; 
Now make thy Choice, while yet the Pow’r of Choice « 
Kind Heaven affords thee, and inviting Mercy 
Holds out her Hand to lead thee back to Truth. 

TRENE. 
Stay --- in this dubious Twilight of Conviction, | 
The Gleams of Reafon, and the Clouds of Paffion, 
Irradiate and obfcure my Breaft by Turns : 
Stay but a Moment, and prevailing Truth 
Will ipread refiftlefs Light upon my Soul. 
DEMETRIUS. 
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DEMETRIUS, 
But fince none knows the Danger of a Moment, 
And Heav’n forbids to lavifh Life away, 
Let kind Compulfion terminate the Conteft. 
[Seizing her Hand. 
Ye Chriftian Captives, follow me to Freedom; 
A Galley waits us, and the Winds invite. 
IRENE. 
Whence is this Violence? | 
DEMETRIUs. 
Your calmer Thought 
‘Will teach a gentler Term. . 
| IRENE. : 
Forbear this Rudenefs, 
And learn the Rev’rence due to Turfey’s Queen. 
Fly, Slaves, and call the Sultan to my Refcue. 
DEMETRIUS. : 
Farewell, unhappy Maid, may ev’ry Joy 
Be thine, that Wealth can give, or Guilt receive. 
| ASPASIA. | 
And when, contemptuous of imperial Pow’r, 
Difeafe fhall chafe the Phantoms of Ambition, 
May Penitence attend thy mournful Bed, 
And wing thy lateft Pray’r to pitying Heav’n, 
[Exeunt Demetrius, Afpafia, with Part of the Attendants, 


SCENE 
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5 Cub NE VI. 


IRENE walks ata Diftance from her Attendanis. 
After a Pauje. 
Againtt the Head which Innocence fecures, — 
Infidious Malice aims her Darts in vain ;— 
Turn’d backwards by the powerful Breath or Heav’n. 
Perhaps ev’n now the Lovers unpurfu’d 
Bound o’er the fparkling Waves. Go, happy Bark, 
Thy facred Freight fhall ftill the raging Main. ~ 
To guide thy Paflage fhall th’ aerial Spirits 
Fil all the ftarry Lamps with double Blaze ; 
Th’ applauding Sky hall pour forth all its Beams 
Fo grace the Triumph of victorious Virtue. 
While I, not yet familiar to my Crimes, 
Recoil from ‘Thought, and fhudder at myfelf- 
How am I chang’d! How lately did IRENE 
Fly from. the bufy Pleafures of her Sex, 
Well pleas’d to fearch the Treafures of Remembrance, 
And live her guiltlefs. Moments o’er anew ! 
Come let us feek new Pleafures in the Palace, [To her Aiton 
Till foft Fatigue invite us to repofe. ants, going off- 





S°C*'E’ NBS 


Enter Musrapna, meeting and ftopping her. 


MustTaPHa. 
Fair Falfhood ftay. 


IRENE. . 
What Dream of fudden Power 
Has taught my Slave the Language of Command ! 


Henceforth 
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Henceforth be wife, nor hope a fecond Pardon. 
MusTAPHA,. 
Who calls for Pardon from a Wretch condemn’d ? 
IRENE. 
Thy Look, thy Speech, thy Action; all is Meine 
Who charges Guilton me? | 


MusTAPHA. 
Who charges Guilt ? 
Afk of thy Heart? attend the Voice of Confcience— 
Who charges Guilt ! lay by this proud Refentment 


That fires thy Cheek, and elevates thy Mien, 
Nor thus ufurp the Dignity of Virtue. 


Review this Day. 
IRENE. 
Whate’er thy Accufation, | 
The Sultan is my Judge. 
-Musrapna. 


‘That Hope is paft ; 
Hard was the Strife of Juftice and of Love ; 
But now ’tis o’er, and Juftice has prevail’d. 
Know’ft thou not CaL1? know’ft thou not Demerrivus? 


IRENE. 
Bold Slave, I know them both—I know them Traytors. 
~ MusrapHa. - 
Perfidious !—yes—too well thou know’ft them Traytors. 
IR ENE. 


Their Treafon throws no Stain upon IRENE. 
This Day has prov’d my Fondnefs for the Sultan ; 
He knew InEN«E’s Truth. 
MustT APHA. 
The Sultan knows it, 
He knows how near Apoftacy. to Treafon--- 
But ’tis not mine to judge---I fcorn and leave thee. 
ae I go, 
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I go, left Vengeance urge my Hand to Blood, 
To Blood, too mean to ftain a Soldier’s Sabre. 
[ Exit Muftapha. 
IRENE to her Attendants. 
Go, bluftring Slave.---He has not: heard of Murza. 
That dext’rous Meflage frees me from Sufpicion. 





SCENE VIIL : 
Enter Hasan, Caraza with Mutes, who throw the 


black Robe upon IRENE, and fign to her Attendants 
to withdraw. 


Hasan. 
Forgive, fair Excellence, th’ unwilling Tongue, 
The Tongue, that, forc’d by ftrong Neceffity, 
Bids Beauty, fuch as thine, prepare to die. 

IREN . 
What wild Miftake is this? —Take hence with fpeed 
Your Robe of Mourning, and your Dogs of Death. 
Quick from my Sight you inaufpicious Monifters, 
Nor dare henceforth to fhock IRENE’s Walks. 

- Hasan. 

Alas! they come, commanded by the Sultan, 
‘Th’ unpitying Minifters of Turki/h Juftice, 
Nor dare to {pare the Life his Frown condemns. 

IRENE. 
Are thefe the rapid Thunderbolts of War, 
That pour with fudden Violence on Kingdoms, . 
And fpread their Flames refiftlefs o’er the World ? 
What fleepy charms benumb thefe active Heroes, 
Deprefs their Spirits, and retard their Speed ? 
Beyond the Fear of ling’ring Punifhment, . 
ASPASIA. 
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AsP siIA now within her Lover’s Arms 

Securely fleeps, and, in delightful Dreams, 

Smiles at the Threat’nings of defeated Rage. 
CaRAZa. 

We come, bright Virgin, tho’ relenting Nature 

Shrinks at the hated Tafk, for thy Deftruction ; 

When, fummon’d by the 5ultan’s clam’rous Fury, 

We afk’d, with tim’rous Tongue, th’ Offender’s Name, 

He ftruck his tortur’d Breaft, and roar’d, IRENE: 

‘We ftarted at the Sound, again enquir’d, 

Again his thund’ring Voice return’d, IRENE. 
IRENE. 

Whence is this Rage? what barb’rous Tongue has 

wrong’d me ? 
What Fraud mifleads him? or what Crimes incenfe ? 
Hasan. 
Expiring Cat1 nam’d IReNe’s Chamber, 
The Place appointed for his Mafter’s Death. 
' IRENE. 

Irnene’s Chamber! From my faithful Bofom 

Far be the Thought — But hear my Proteftation, 
CaRaza. 

*Tis ours, alas! to punifh, not to judge, 

Not call’d to try the Caufe, we heard the Sentence, 

Ordain’d the mournful Meffengers of Death. 

3 IRENE. 

Some ill defigning Statefman’s bafe Intrigue ! 

Some cruel Stratagem of jealous Beauty ! 

Perhaps yourfelves the Villains that defame me, 

Now hafte to murder, ere returning ‘Thought 

Recall th’ extorted Doom. It muft be fo, 

Confefs your Crime, or lead me to the Sultan, 

There dauntlefs Truth fhall blaft the vile Accufer, 


Then 
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Then fhall you feel what Language cannot Uttery 22 cok 
Each piercing Torture, every Change of Pain, 


That Vengeance can invent, or Pow’r inflic.. 


[Enter ABDALLA, he /tops Short and li liftens. 
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Trent, Hasan, Caraza, ABDALLA. 


ABDALLA Afide. 
All is not loft, AzpaLia, fee the Queen, 
See the laft Witnefs of thy Guilt and Fear 
Enrob’d in Death — Difpatch her and be great. 
| CARAZA. | 
Unhappy Fair! Compaffion calls upon me 
. Fo check this Torrent of imperious Rage, 
While unavailing Anger crouds thy Tongue | 
With idle Threats, and fruitlefs, Exclamation, 
‘Phe fraudful Moments ply their filent Wings, __ 
And tteal thy Life away. Death’s horrid Angel - 
Already fhakes his bloody Sabre o’er thee. 
"Fhe raging Sultan burns till our.Return, 
Curfes the dull Delays of ling’ring Mercy, 
And ti SENS his fatal Mandates ill obey?d, 
“a ABDALLA... ,_ 
Is then your Sov’reign’s Life fo cheaply rated, 
That thus you parly with detected Treafon ? 
Should fhe prevail to gain the Sultan’s Prefences 
Soon might her Tears engage a Lover’s Credit ; 
Perhaps her Malice might transfer the Charge, 
Perhaps her pois’noys Tongue might blaft ABDALLA, 
j pe 


Bali WOY Rest 
_ TRENE. 


IRENE, A Tracepy. 79 
IRENE. | 
O let me but be heard, nor fear from me 
Or Flights of Pow’r, or Projects of Ambition. 
My Hopes, my Withes, terminate in Life, 
A little Life for Grief, and for Repentance, 
ABDALLA. 
I mark’d her wily Meffenger afar, 
And faw him {fkulking in the clofeft Walks : 
I guefs’d her dark Defigns, and warn’d the Sultan, 
And bring her former Sentence new confirm’d. 
HASAN. 
Then call it not our Cruelty, nor Crime, 
Deem us not deaf to Woe, nor bliad to Beauty, 
‘That thus conftrain’d we fpeed the Stroke of Death. 
[ Beckons the Mutes. 
IRENE. 
Q name not Death! Diftrafion and Amazement, 
Horror and Agony are in that Sound ! 
Let me but live, heap Woes on Woes upon me, 
Hide me with Murd’rers in the Dungeen’s Gloom, 
Send me to wander on fome pathlefs Shore, 
Let Shame and hooting Infamy purfue me, 
Let Slav’ry harrafs, and let Hunger gripe. 
CARAZA. 
Could we. reverfe the Sentence of the Sultan, 
Our bleeding Bofoms plead IRrwe’s Caufe. 
But Cries and Tears are vain, prepare with Patience 
To meet that Fate we can delay no longer. 
[Zhe Mutes at the Sign lay hald of her. 
ABDALLA. 
Difpatch, ye ling’ring Slaves, or nimbler Hands 
Quick at my Call fhall execute your Charge ; 


Be ee eee 
Dif aiCDs 
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Difpatch, and learn a fitter Time for Pity. 

_ TRENE. 
Grant me one Hour, O grant.me > but a Moment, 
And bounteous Heaven repay the mighty Mercy 
With peaceful Death, and Happinefs efit 


CARAZA. 
The Prayer I cannot grant——I dare not hear. 
Short be thy Pains. [ Signs again tothe Mutes. 
: IRENE. on 


Unutterable Anguith ' 
Guilt and Defpair! pale Speétres, grin around me, 
And ftun me with the Yellings of Damnation ! 


O, hear my Pray’rs ! accept, all-pitving Heaven, 
Thefe Tears, thefe Pangs, thefe laft Remains of Life, 
Nor let the Crimes of this deteited Day 
Be charg’d upon my Stul. .O, Mercy! Mercy ! 

7 { Mautes farce her out. 





SCENE oe 
AspaLia, Hasan, Caraga. 3 


AgBpaLLa Af de. 

Safe in her Death, andin DeMETRIUS’ Flight, <, 
ABDALLA, bid thy troubled Breatt be calm; 
Now fhalt thou fhine the Darling of the Sultan, 
The Plot all Cart’s, the Dete@ion thine. ” 

Hasan to CARAZA,. - 7 
Does not thy Bofom, for I know thee tender, 
A Stranger to th’ Oppreffor’s favage Joy, 
Melt at InEwn’s Fate, and fhare her Woes ?~ 


er, 


> y 
oe So 
Bist 3 


CARAZA, 
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CARAZA. 
Her piercing Cries yet fill the loaded Air, 
Dwell on my Ear, and fadden all my Soul ; 
But let us try to clear our clouded Brows, 
And tell the horrid Tale with chearful Face ; 
The ftormy Sultan rages at our ftay. 

ABDALLA. 
Frame your Report with circumfpective Art, 
Inflame her Crimes, exalt your own Obedience, 
But let no thoughtlefs Hint involve ABDALLA. 

CARAZA. 
What need of Caution to report the Fate 
Of her the Sultan’s Voice condemn’d to die ? 
Or why fhould he, whofe Violence of Duty 
Has ferv’d his Prince fo well, demand our Silence ? 

ABDALLA. | 
Perhaps my Zeal too fierce betray’d my Prudence; 
Perhaps my Warmth exceeded my Commiffion ; 
Perhaps I will not ftoop to plead my Caufe ; 
Or argue with the Slave that favd DEMETRIUS. 
 CaRaza. 
From his Efcape learn thou the Pow’r of Virtue, 
Nor hope his Fortune while thou want’ft his Worth, 
Hasan. 

The Sultan comes, ftill gloomy, ftill enrag’d. 





S CEN EArt 
Hasan, Carnaza, Manomet, MustapHa,ABpaLiai 
Manone. i 
Where’s this fair Trait’refs?, Where’s this {rhiling Mifchief? 


‘Wham neither: Vows could fax, nor Favours bind ? 
G HASAN, 


BD ad ee ee x 
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“OSA SS | 
Thine Orders, mighty Sultan’! are perform’ds) 
And all Irene now is breathlefs Clay. Lyon ig Mow, 
‘Manomer. ; { wl 
Your hafty Zeal defrauds the Claim of ee } br 
And difappointed Vengeance burns invainy 9 99) 00) 


I caine to heighten ‘Tortures by Reproachy 

And add new ‘Terrors to the Face of Death. 

Was this the Maid whofe Love I bought with Enmpire Bi 

True, fhe was fair ; the Smile of Innocence 

Play’d on her Cheek---So fhonethe firft Apoftate--- 

TrENz’s Chamber! Did not rearing Caz, 9) + rosy 

Juft as the Rack fore’d out his ftruggling Soul, 

Name for the Scene of Death IRENz’s Chamber? © | 
“MustTapuHa. 

His Breath prolong’d but to detect her Treafon, 

‘Then in fhort Sighs forfook his brokenFrame. -_ . 

MaHomer. | EF « | 

Decreed to perith i in In ENE’s Chamber! 


x e 


‘There had fhe lul?’d me with endearing Falfhoods, ea me 
Clafp’d in her Arms, or flumb’ring on her Breaft, 
And bar’d my Hote to the Ruffian’ sages ane 3 re 


~-, 





$10; EN obey 
Hasan, Caraza, Manomerty Musrarua,.- 
Murza, ABDALLA. 

| -Mourza. .. ones ie 
Parse. ‘great Sultan! that by F ate prevented, 

[ bring a Bes Meflage from IRENE. 

MaAnomer. 
Some artful Wile of counterfeited Loved @ 5 9 Ge. 
Some foft Decoy to lure me to Deftruction ! 
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And thou, the curs’d Accomplice. of. her Treafon, - 
Declare thy Meflagé, .and expect thy. Digi: Nia at 
on Murza. = Hosety ol 
The Queen: requefted that a chofen’ hoe’, 

Might intercept the Traitor Greek, DemETrRius, | 
‘Then ling’ring with his. captive Miftrefs here, ds Ud de) re 
MusPaPHa.. 

The Greek, Demetrius !;whom,th’.expiring Baffa +: 
Declar’d the chief Affociate of his Guilt, 3 

MAHOMET. : ) 
A chofen Troop---to intercept---DEMETRIUS—- 
The Queen requefted--- Wretch, repeat the Meflage ; 3 
And if one varied Accent prove thy Falfhood, 
Or but one Moment’s Paufe betray Confufion, = > 
Thofe trembling Limbs---Speak out, thou Bis ring ‘Traitor, 


Murza. 
The Queen requefted--- 


MAHOMET. - 

‘ Who? the dead Irene? 
Was fhe then guiltlefs ! Has my thoughtlefs Rage 
Deftroy’d the faireft Workmanfhip of Heav’n ! 
Doom’d her to. Death unpity’d and unheard, 

Amidft her kind Solicitudes for me ! i 

Ye Slaves of Cruelty, ye Tools of Rage, (TH Haf. and, Car | 

Ye blind officious Minifters of Folly, 

Could not her Charms reprefs your Zeal for Murder-?. 

Could not her Prayers, her Innocence, ‘her Tears, 

Sufpend the dreadful Sentence for an Hour ? 

One Hour had freed me from the fatal Error, 

One Hour had fav’d me from Defpair and Madnefs. 
CARAZA. 

Your fierce Impatience fore’d us from. your Prefence, 

Ure’d us to Speed, and bad us banith Pity, 

Nor truft our Paffions with her fatal Charins.. - 


G 2 | Ma- 
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Mauomuty 
What hadft thou loft by flighting thofe Commands?» 
Thy Life perhaps—Were but Irene fpar’d, 
Well if a Thoufand Liveslike thine had perifh’d; 
Such Beauty, Sweetnefs, Love, were cheaply bought, 
With half the grov’ling Slaves that load the-Globe. 
MusTaPuHa. 
Great is thy Woe! but think, illuftrious Sultan, 
Such Ills are fent for Souls like thine to conquer. 
Shake off this Weight of unavailing Grief, 
Ruth to the War, difplay: thy dreadful Banners, 
And lead thy ‘Troops vi€torious round the World. 
MAHOMETs 
Robb’d of the Maid, with whom I with’d to enh 
"No more I burn for Fame or for Dominion ; 
~ Succefs and Conqueft now are empty Sounds, 
Remorfe and Anguifh feize on all my Breaftt ; 
Thofe Groves, whofe Shades embower’d the dear IRENE, 
Heard her laft Cries, and fann’d her dying Beauties, 
Shall hide me from the taftelefs World for ever, - 
[Mahomet goes back and.returns. 
Yet ere I quit the Scepter of Dominion, 
Let one juft AG conclude the hateful Day. . sereat: 
Hew down, ye Guards, thofe Vaffals of Diftra@ion, - fiyiqe 
[ Pointing to Hafan and Caraza, 
Thofe Hounds of Blood, that catch the Hint to kill, . - 
Bear off with eager hafte th’ unfinifh’d Sentence, 
And {peed the Stroke left Mercy fhould o’ertake them. : 
? — CaRAZA, 
Then hear, great Mauomer, the Voice of Truth. 
MAHOMET. 
Hear ! fhall I hear thee! did’ thou hear IRENE? 
CARAZA. 
Hear but a Moment. ; 
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_ MAHOMET. ‘ 
Had’ft thou heard.a Lb : 
Thou might’ft have liv’d, for thou. hadft fpar’d Irewe,.. 
CaRAza. 
I heard her, pitied her, and wifh’d to fave her. 
MAHOMET. i 
And wifh’d---Be ftill thy. Fate to wifh in vain. 
CARAZA. Haga 
I heard, and foften’d, till ABDALLA brought . 
Her final Doom, and hurried her Deftruction. 
MaAHoMET. | 
AspaLta brought her Doom! ABDALLA brought it f 
The Wretch, whofe Guilt declard by tortur’d Canty, _ 
My Rage and Grief had hid from my remembrance, 


AspALLa brought her Doom ! 
‘HASAN. 


ABDALLA brought it, 
While the yet beg’d to plead her Caufe before thee. 
MAHOMET. 
O feize me, Madnefs---Did fhe call on me ! 
I feel, I fee the Ruffian’s barb’rous Rage. 
He feiz’d her melting in the fond Appeal, 
And ftopp’d the heav’nly Voice that call’d on me, 
My Spirits fail, awhile fupport me, Vengeance— 
Be juft ye Slaves, and, to be juft, be cruel, 
Contrive new Racks, imbitter every Pang, 
Infli& whatever Treafon can deferve, 
Which murder’d Innocence that call’d on me.[ Exit Mahomet. 
[Abdalla is drage’d off. 
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Manes, isan Repore MustTapua Monza 
MustapHa to Murza., 
What Plagues, what Tortures, are in ‘fore. for fives 
Thou fluggifh Idler, dilatory Slave ? 
Behold the Model of confummate Beauty, 
Torn from the mourning Earth by thy Neglect. 
Murza. yF 
Such was the Will of Heay’ n---A Hand of fis a 
"That mark’d my Courfe, fufpicious of my Purpofe, 
Ruth’d out and feiz’d me, thoughtlefs and. unarm’ tex 
Breathlefs, amaz’d, and on the guarded Beach | at 
Detain’d me till Demet Rivs fet me free. 
Mustarna. eohere EN es 
So fure the Fall of Greatnefs rais’d on Crimes, 
So fix’d the Juftice of -all-confcious Heav’n.*: . 
When haughty Guilt exults with impious: Joy; 
Miftake fhall blaft, or Accident deftroy 5... 
Weak Man with erring Rage may throw, the Dart, 
But Heav’n fhall guide it to the guilty Heart. & 
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